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You see, to love the universal man necessarily means to 
despise and, at times, to hate the real man standing at 
your side. 

—feodor dostoevski, Diaries 


For every mistake of our adversaries, a pait, more or 
less *arge, of the responsibility is ours. We are respon- 
sible for the good we haven’t done, for the bad we have 
not prevented. 


■a. rossi, Physiologie du P.C.F. 
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S AND was asleep for the seventh time when, 
early one morning that September, the first re- 
port came in. On the night desk of the wire 
service th^ old French telephone stood black and 
scrawny, and vibrant with irritation, like a rooster. 
He seized it, and a sharp street voice scratched out 
at him, driving him back from the receiver. 

His response was remote, way off somewhere be- 
yond his sleep' ,esa. In answering he had lifted his 
hand from pag^. eight of his book, and watched pages 
seven, six, five, four, three, two, and one flip forward 
and lie flat, until only the flyleaf was exposed. He 
knew he had got nowhere, and would have to start 
all over again from the beginning. 

“Please say that again,” his voice complained. "One 
language at a time.” 

The informant was very excited. He repeated sever- 
al times that his name was Alex and that Sand’s 
superior should be notified at once, but he refused to 
bare the source of his information. Sand had been in 
postwar Paris long enough not to insist on the latter 
point. 

"You sa^ Jacobi has been purged.” He rubbed his 
fingers against hfs forehe<Jd, then reached across the 
book for his cigarettes. On the flyleaf his name, in- 
scribed with an attention that had not been paid the 
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book, seemed as unreal to Sand as the sound of his 
own voice. It belonged to a man in mirrors whose 
face seemed more foolish every day. 

Barney Sand — Paris, 1953. 

Barney Sand, he thought — who in hell is that? 

“Yes,” said the voice, “I know who Jacobi is, mon- 
sieur, but I don’t know who you are. I just can’t 
take your word alone for a story as important as 
this. . . . No, I’m not making fun of you, believe me.” 

Barney Sand was a merry old soul, and a merry 
old soul was he — ping! He lashed at the scraggy ap- 
paratus with his pencil. 

“A-l-e-x. Alex. Thanks very much, Alex. I’ll have 
him call you back.” Sand studied the sated telephone, 
then seized it again, as if to take it by surprise, and 
telephoned his editor. “Sorry to wake you,” he said. 
"You’re to call Alex. A-l-e-x.” 

“I can spell it,” the editor said. “What’s the god- 
dam hurry?” 

"Jacobi. He’s been expelled. They’re keeping him in 
hiding, and they’re keeping it quiet. No police, no 
press.” 

“You have the number?” 

“What number?” 

“Alex. A 1 -e-x, remember?” 

“He says you have it. You’re to call in half an 
hour, at his place. He says it was dangerous for him 
where he was.” 

“Look, I’ll be over in twenty minutes. You meet 
me in the cafe there on the corner, and order me 
black colfee. And get that number out of ipv notebook, 
top right-hand drawer of *my desk?. Under ‘C,’ for 
contacts. Look up ‘Alex.’ ” 

“How do you spell that?” 
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“Backward,” the editor said. "Look, Barney, it’s 
four o’clock in the morning. At four o’clock in the 
morning nothing in the world can make me laugh. 
Now get moving, this is important.” 

Sand replaced the receiver, smiling, then stopped 
smiling and stood up. In an outer office of the wire 
service the telegraph, untended, tickered on, placing 
words on yellow tape and the tape in wire baskets. 
This was the dead hour, and he tasted the stale air 
of it in his mouth He closed the unread book, drew 
his crumpled jacket from the back of his chair, and 
wandered slowly to the inner offices, where he found 
the contact’s number. Then, heels clicking on the 
concre\ tops, he went downstairs. 

On the street he stepped on his cigarette, stared 
at it for a moment, then shook himself wide awake. 
The fresh air of morning cleared his head, and he 
felt a recurre- c elation at departing from the office, 
as if this tii».~, at long last, he had forsaken a drab 
routine forever. 

But elation came and went with the same breath. 

Jacobi, he thought, how very sad that is. But he 
pictured an abstract, international Jacobi, a Jacobi of 
newspapers and ticker tapes, and not the man he once 
had known, whose defeat, if such it was, could not 
be thought about so much as felt, like a sign of 
winter. 

Sand started at a feline brush of fur across one 
shoulder and, turning, found himself confronted by 
a woman. He had no idea vhere she had come from, 
she was ^mply there, a lavender apparition, and 
standing much ft>o close. »But she did not trouble to 
solicit him. She only stared him in the eye, her pow- 
dered face pinched back in a tattered hank of fur 



4 


Tartisans 


to hide the bad teeth of a bad old age, which even 
drunks despised, and which would keep her in the 
street all night and for many nights to come. No, she 
meant simply to challenge his aloneness with her 
own, and waited. And in her eyes, as on a common 
ground of man’s defeat, he glimpsed Jacobi. 

Startled, he peered into her eyes again, but this time 
they shone red and runny and gave back nothing. 
The spell was banished by a waft of garlic from the 
lacquered mouth. 

“Mademoiselle, it’s very late,” he said to her in 
French, and pressed one hundred francs to her cold 
hand. But she only watched him, drifting back against 
the building as he drew away from her. 

Sand moved rapidly toward the caf6 on the corner. 
In the pale pink dawn of Paris, chill with new autumn 
air, he listened to his footsteps ringing out behind 
him, like some persistent second self of solitude 
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S AND had known Jacobi in the one way Jacobi 
could be known, in violent passing. 

The year was 1938. Edwin Baring Sand, then 
a boy of fourteen, was with his parents in the south 
of France, where they had come by car from Spain. 
Sand’s ft’ her, an American consul, had decided in 
April to leave the country. A few weeks before, the 
armies had parted Spain along the Ebro River, and 
crossing high above the lines in a special plane, the 
boy peered down at war, and, innocent, saw only 
the slow shkkc of it, silent, without smell. He won- 
dered if soldiers in the sun below had squinted up at 
the silver shape slipping swiftly away toward the 
north. 

At Barcelona a borrowed car awaited them. It was 
a big black Mercedes, sulky with neglect, and it took 
them on into Catalonia, complaining. The distance 
to the frontier was less than a hundred miles, and 
they got off to an early start; yet because of the 
refugees on the roads and because the Mercedes ran 
according to a schedule of its own, midday found 
them just beyond Gerona. Near the ancient forti- 
fications of that town the Mercedes stalled and would 
go no farther. A monument in the middle of the 
road, it dammed a band of refugees, which built up 
behind, then overflowed around it — rude carts and 
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barrows, bicycles and baby carriages, all creeping 
north, away from war, toward France. 

But for the burros and the litter of belongings, the 
caravan might have been a funeral procession. The 
men wore berets and black Sunday suits, and the 
women were uniform in black crepe dresses, black 
shawls and stockings, and black shoes scuffed with 
dust. The children, in grey -brown for the? most part, 
brought up the rear. All moved in stolid silence until 
they reached the Mercedes, where the leaders halted, 
and, to break the monotony of their journey, pre- 
tended they could not get past. They shouted at one 
another and at the Mercedes, and one of them pro- 
posed that they all sit down and talk the matter 
over. But the women, sterner, prodded them from 
behind. Whereupon the men who had shouted most 
loudly about the delay blocked off the rest by pausing 
parallel with the Mercedes to offer encouragement and 
advice. 

The advice went to Consul Sand, who, sweating 
and barking his knuckles on the engine, was searching 
for a loose connection and hoping he would recognize 
it when he found it. The encouragement was for the 
car itself, which was poked with donkey sticks and 
had its tyres kicked, and for Mrs. Sand, who, parboiled 
behind the rolled-up windows, shrank back in terror 
of all this coarse good will. She could not imagine 
why these refugees she had felt so sorry for back 
along the road should now be laughing and tapping 
on her window. Though two years in Spain, she re- 
mained unacquainted with the Spanish temperament 
and was convinced that these ruffians, resenting the 
big black limousine, were on the point of overturning 
it. There’s the Catholic Church for you! she kept 
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repeating to herself, not quite certain what she meant. 

Meanwhile her son Edwin was seated on the roof 
of the car, absorbing matters with eyes and ears and 
nose, like a squirrel. He was offered a crust of bread, 
which he declined, and red wine from a goatskin 
bota, which he accepted. This Spanish tinto was thick 
and very strong and hot from the sun of noon, and, 
"is he did not know how to operate the bota, he 
squirted a large amount of it down his neck and onto 
his shirt. The onlookers were delighted. They drank 
from it flamboyantly for his benefit, then passed it 
along and shoved it under the nose of Consul Sand, 
who was clapped smartly on the back. 

Beside himself, the consul straightened up and 
shouted at his son “For God’s sake, Edwin, do you 
have to help these idiots block the traffic 1 Must you 
play the idiot yourself?” 

His tone wa'- offensive to the refugees, who moved 
after their w men. One man stayed. He had been 
standing next to Consul Sand for quite some time, 
observing the uneven contest with the engine. The 
consul tinkered a little more with his letter-knife, 
then straightened up again, exasperated. 

"Is there something about me which interests you ?” 
he said in Spanish. 

“Try your points,” the man answered in English. 
He stood there, hands in pockets, in the sun, an over- 
coat slung over his shoulder, a knapsack beside him 
on the ground. He was a man of middle height, and 
hard in a heavy way, and he wore a beret and a 
cheap black suit and a khaki shirt open at the neck. 

“Points?"* saideConsul Sand. 

The man folded the overcoat and placed it, with 
the knapsack, on the running board. He took the 
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knife from Consul Sand and ran the blade of it from 
one sparking plug to the engine block. With the other 
hand he reached deep into the machine and pulled 
on the lever of the starter. There was no spark. He 
then* removed the distributor cap and inspected the 
points. 

“Carbon,” he said. "You have a nail file?” 

Edwin Sand jumped down and asked his mother, 
who produced one. "Now don’t get it all greasy," 
she called out gaily, though in fact she felt quite put 
upon, and all the more so when the strange man 
came back and got into the driver’s seat without so 
much as an if-you-please. He carried the nail file like 
a pirate knife between his teeth. 

But the Mercedes, coughing weakly, revived be- 
neath his foot. 

“Oh, aren’t you wonderful!” cried Mrs Sand, bent 
forward. “Now how much do we owe you?” 

The man said nothing, nor did he remove himself 
from the front seat. He handed back the nail file 
without looking at her, then turned toward the open 
door and Consul Sand. 

“So. that’s what the trouble was,” the consul said. 
“The points.” 

“There’s other trouble, from the way she sounds.” 

"Well, the thing should get us to the border.” 
Consul Sand placed one foot on the running board, 
frowning slightly when the man stayed where he 
was. 

“It may,” the man said. 

They watched each other, and the boy, watching 
both of them, drew nearer His father w&» red in the 
face and glaring at the other. The stranger, in turn, 
did not seem to find this ungrateful. His face was 
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calm and cold, and his black eyes gleamed, unblinking. 
It was as if some silent contest was being waged, and 
even Mrs. Sand seemed to sense this, for she said 
tightly. “Come along, Edwin, get in the back with 
me.” 

"You’ve been very helpful,” the consul said at last. 
“Is there something we can give you?” 

♦jSome stragglers from the caravan who were coming 
up sniffed out the tension between the two. “Ameri- 
canos," one remarked and shrugged his shoulders. 
They clustered behind Edwin until, goaded from the 
rear, they edged along. A burro’s head pushed rudely 
at Edwin, and, shifting his position in order to pat it, 
he saw wW the stranger had already won the contest. 

The stranger was shaking his head. “I’ll just drive 
you to the frontier,” he said, “in case the car breaks 
down again.” He was sitting half turned in the open 
door, exposing beneath the cheap black jacket the 
butt of a gun >n a shoulder holster. When his eyes 
met Edwin’s stare he buttoned the jacket, and, taking 
the knapsack and overcoat from the running board, 
slung them in across his lap and down on the floor 
beside him. 

“Yes.” said Consul Sand quite loudly, for the bene- 
fit of his wife. “Yes, that might be an excellent idea.” 
He went forward and slammed the hood down hard. 
Returning, he hesitated and, when the stranger did 
not stir, got into the back seat. Edwin ran around 
the car and jumped in beside the driver in the front. 

The car slipped forward down the long white road. 

"You American?" Edwin yawned. The yawn pre- 
tended indifference to people’s pistols, but went un- 
noticed by the driver, who nodded, staring straight 
ahead. 
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“I am too,” the boy said. “My name’s Edwin Sand, 
but I’m called Barney.” 

One hand lifted slightly from the wheel. It was a 
large hand, smeared with engine grease. 

“Well, what’s yours?” the boy asked. 

"Smith,” the man said, glancing at the rear-view 
mirror. Barney, turning, saw his father raise his eye- 
brows. The consul sat with his hands, white-knuckled, 
on his knees. 

When his son introduced his parents to Mr. Smith, 
the consul said, "Edwin, your mother and I are quite 
capable of introducing ourselves without your assis- 
tance.” 

“But you didn’t know his name, even.” 

"I still don't,” the consul said. 

"But listen, I told you — ” 

"Sit around and be quiet, Edwin!” 

"My parents still call me Edwin,” Barney told the 
driver. 

They were nearing the peasant caravans again, and 
the man with the bota danced out into the road. 
When the Mercedes slowed, he sprang onto the run- 
ning-board and shoved the wineskin in at Barney. 
“Ay, borrachol Mira l" he cried. Consul Sand shouted 
at him, and the Spaniard withdrew his arm, then 
took the driver’s hand. “Suerte, amigo, suerte a la 
ironterral" He toppled backward against his burro, 
waving. His companions cheered as the big black car 
barged through, forcing the carts to the side of the 
road and upsetting a youth who attempted a bullfight 
pase de pecho on the Mercedes without descending 
from his bicycle. Unhurt*. he was wildly applauded 
for this effort, and the driver smiled. It was a lean 
smile, like a scar, and scarcely altered his expression. 
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“Look at them/’ he muttered. “Homeless, on the 
run, and even worse ahead of them, and they make 
an excursion of it.” He shook his head. 

“What did that man say to you?” Barney asked, 
removing the consul’s cigarettes from the glove com- 
partment and offering one to the driver. The latter 
took two and put them in his pocket. 

■'‘‘He wished him good luck at the frontier,” the 
consul interrupted, sitting forward. “You mustn’t 
bother the driver, Edwin.” 

“You mean, he needs good luck there? Why?” 

“Maybe I do,” the driver said — and at this point 
he accelerated so suddenly that the consul was thrown 
back into th** seat — "and maybe I don't.” 

Barney was certain the man had done this pur- 
posely, and his father was clearly of the same opinion, 
for his neat, moustached mouth was set and hard, and 
his blue eyes were bright with rage. He stared straight 
past Barney do'An the road, unseeing. 

They went on in silence to the French frontier. 
The man drove skillfully and very fast, splitting oc- 
casional caravans in two. Ihey ran a gauntlet of 
black, squinted eyes, the car whipping in and out 
among the carts and scorching the roadsides with 
hot wind, until at last the final band of refugees 
appeared ahead, congested at the barrier. These seemed 
bewildered, stumbling back and forth over flimsy 
suitcases, clutching papers. The harried officials darted 
among them, barring like sheep dogs. Then one 
official saw the Mercedes and started toward it, his 
manner changing from arrogance to unctuousness as 
he pushed forwarc^through jhe peasants. 

“Let’s have your necktie,” the driver said to Bar- 
ney. 

B 
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“Why?” Barney said, admiring the assurance of 
the man, who was not even looking at him. He was 
watching Consul Sand. 

"Give it ‘to him,” the consul said. He did not look 
at Barney either. 

The driver put the tie on quickly and with it a 
lackey’s air of self-importance. He face around to the 
wheel and clutched it stiffly with both hands as the 
customs officer came up. “His Excellency, the Ameri- 
can Ambassador, and his family,” he pronounced in 
Spanish, looking straight ahead. 

The official hesitated. “Pasaportes?" he ventured, 
tentative. 

“His Excellency, the American Ambassador, and his 
family,” the driver repeated loudly, as if at a loss 
to understand what ailed this nincompoop. 

“Si, si, amigo, pero — ” 

The driver turned to Consul Sand and touched a 
finger to an imaginary cap. “It might be sensible. 
Consul Sand,” he said, “to give him a glimpse of that 
diplomatic passport.” 

“You know me, do you?” The consul, searching 
for his passport, spoke in a careful undertone. But 
the driver did not answer. He shoved the gold-edged 
passport at the official, who by this time had been cut 
off from the car by refugees. The official saluted the 
passport over their heads, then hurled an old woman 
aside and leaped on to the running board, shouting at 
the peasants to make way. The Mercedes rolled in tri- 
umph to the barrier, where the passport was stamped 
by a second official. The second official attempted to 
join the first on the runnipg board, Jtrnt was dissuaded, 
and the first escorted them alone to the French side, 
shouting rather aimlessly now but in a way that 
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infected the French authorities. They were fed up with 
the refugees, and the Mercedes did honour to their 
profession. Ignoring the Spaniard, they vied with one 
another in courtesy and efficiency and saluted with 
a click of the heels as the Mercedes drew away. 

‘Til go with you as far as Perpignan,” the driver 
said. “That’s less than an hour from here.” 

“You honour us,” said Consul Sand. His wife, by 
this time, was exhausted by the tension, but because 
she was married to a diplomat she adopted a let’s- 
make-the-best-of-it expression that was almost a smile 
and held her tongue. She had a headache as well as 
a more immediate predicament, and determined to 
suffer both in silence. At Perpignan, where this hood- 
lum would leave them, she could hurry to an inn 
and there undergo in comfort a ladylike species of 
collapse. 

It was three in the afternoon. Spring had gone 
north through Roussillon ahead of them, flowering the 
coastal lowlands and laying a warm haze on the peak 
of Canigou, which, overlooking Perpignan, was domi- 
nant in the distance. Barney Sand, his head out of the 
window, savoured the sweet air and wondered. How 
swiftly they had left the war behind, the ugliness 
and want. But no. it had drifted with them, shrouding 
the presence of the stranger like a smell. And at the 
outskirts of the town he saw the refugee encamp- 
ments, like dark, ragged clumps of brush on the green 
countryside. 

The man beside him had been studying the en- 
campment and the faces near the road. “You see, kid,” 
he said, “y»u cai^’t escape ^t, no matter how fast or 
far you go. You can only close your eyes.” The words 
seemed a parting message, for he drew up just inside 
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the town at a garage and removed his coat and knap- 
sack from the car. 

“Points, sparking plugs, fuel line, carburettor, bat- 
tery.” The man checked them off on his fingers for 
a mechanic who had come running out. “Look at 
all of them for His Excellency, the American Am- 
bassador.” His French, like his Spanish, was mangled 
and mispronounced, but fluent, with the same hard 
vibrant quality as his English. 

Consul Sand was waiting for him as he turned 
away. ‘Tve seen you before,” he said. "Who are 
you?” 

“It’ll come to you. Your Excellency. Thanks for 
the ride.” 

"I must say you’ve been very helpful to us,” the 
consul said in a gentle tone, which his son, eaves- 
dropping from the car, knew from long experience to 
be deceptive. 

“Not as helpful as you’ve been to me,” the stranger 
said. 

“No. No, I’m in your debt. I’d like to settle matters 
if I can. Because,” Consul Sand enunciated, “I dislike 
being in your debt.” 

“You’re not. Among other things, you may have 
saved me quite a lot of trouble at the border.” 

"I know that.” 

“All right, then.” The stranger slipped his overcoat 
through the straps of his pack and shouldered it. 

“No, it isn’t all right, you see. It might be all right 
if we were friends. We are not friends.” The consul’s 
words were dry ice in the silence, and his tone en- 
snared the stranger, who had turned aw#y, but now 
turned back, on the alert. “I despise your methods,” 
the consul told him. “I would have helped you, gun 
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or no gun, even if I remembered you and disliked you 
as much as you seem to dislike me — because that is 
my job, as consul. But I did not help you voluntarily, 
as you helped us.” 

The stranger studied Consul Sand for several mo- 
ments. He seemed unconcerned with the rebuke, as 
if nothing the consul could do or say was of the 
slightest interest to him. Yet his eyes held a hint of 
suspicion, and the grease-streaked hand upon the 
shoulder strap was clenched tightly in a fist. 

“Listen,” he said softly, "I’m not interested in your 
opinions. I’m in a hurry. But what’s this song and 
dance of yours about being in my debt? Just what 
are you trying to prove? I never helped you volunt- 
arily, I fixed that car for my own good reasons. I 
took advantage of you, and you know it.” 

Then the consul smiled. "Yes, I do,” he said. "But 
it’s gratifying to hear you admit it.” And, bowing 
slightly from the waist, he turned his back upon the 
man as if he had never existed. 

The stranger remained motionless where he was. 
He was clearly unwilling to retreat, yet he seemed to 
know that now he was on unequal footing and could 
only worsen his position. He glanced at Barney, licking 
his lips. Then he went away. 

"Where are you going?” Barney called. 

The man went on down the road to the south, 
which led back to the refugee encampment. The consul 
turned to watch him, leaning back on his elbows 
against the window sill of the car. 

“Are you really in his debt?” his son inquired. 

“Of course no?. I simply wanted to make sure he 
didn’t think so,” said the consul. "I couldn’t stand 
being beholden to that sort of man.” He smiled at 
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his son. “I will say, though, that he had dignity of a 
kind. He didn’t stoop to the parting insult, which 
is the usual recourse of the loser.” 

Barney gazed after the stranger. “Maybe he didn't 
think he was the loser.” He could not look his father 
in the eyes. 

The consul winced. "No,” he said, “perhaps not. 
Perhaps he thought it was only the petty revenge of 
a man who had been made to look ridiculous before 
his son. And perhaps he was right.” In a rare gesture, 
he patted Barney’s shoulder, then walked away to- 
ward the garage. There Mrs. Sand, unable to get any- 
body to pay attention to her, had retired in discreet 
-confusion. 

“What do you mean, ‘look ridiculous’?” Barney 
said, uncomfortable. "I mean, you kind ol stood up to 
him when he had that pistol and all.” 

He went unheard. 

Far down the road the stranger was disappearing. 
In the distance he seemed vulnerable and small, plod- 
ding along alone; and in the garage stood the consul, 
hands in pockets, staring at the floor. Barney won- 
dered why they so disliked each other, since he liked 
them both. 

He moved out of the way of the mechanic and 
wandered into the yard of the garage. The new 
weeds there were brown with exhaust and oil. How 
strange the day had been, he thought. How strange 
spring seemed in the grey outskirts of an unfamiliar 
town. 

His mother’s voice, dispirited, drifted out from the 
garage. “You never consider me for single moment,” 
she was saying to the consul, “but you might at least 
consider the example you are setting your son ” 
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Barney tossed some small stones at a petrol pump in 
the weeds. He knew to the stone how many times 
he must jangle the precarious silence before his father 
would be goaded to the brief skirmish with his son 
that the latter needed and desired. 

“Stop that!” the consul said. “Why don’t you go 
for a walk or something while we’re waiting ? You’re 
old Enough to take care of yourself.” He gave him 
money. "We’ll be here for an hour or so,” he said. 

It was true that Barney could take care of himself, 
but there lay in him a faint resentment he disdained 
to acknowledge that his parents offered no companion- 
ship. He was not unhappy with them, but he had no 
brothers or sisters, and the friends in places he had 
lived, adopted for arbitrary periods, only to be left 
behind, had never been quite enough. Later, in 
America, during the war, he was taught how to be 
selective, but now he took friendship where he found 
it and made the most of people like the stranger. 

1 should go after him. he thought: he’s got my tie. 
Set free — or banished — he went off down the road 
toward the encampment. 

Barney waved to an old man seated on a wall. 
His intimates had often been elders with moments of 
idleness — doormen, fishermen, derelicts, chauffeurs — 
and he opened this acquaintanceship by asking the 
time of day. 

But the old man said, in the heavy accent of the 
South, ” Mai's qu’est-ce que qa peut te taire, mon petit, 
puisque qa change tout le temps?” He laughed pain- 
fully at hi? own* remark, »but the effort seemed to 
tire him. for he took no further notice of the boy 
who stood beside him. 
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What use to you to know the time, my child, since 
it changes every moment? 

And Barney, his good-bye unnoticed, wandered on. 

He paused on the shoulder of the road, observing 
the encampment. There was a French cavalry officer 
riding up and down among the refugees, his glitter 
in sharp contrast to their dusty black. The stranger 
was there, immobile among the Spaniards. He seemed 
to be speaking to the officer in their behalf. 

Barney slid down an eroded bank and made his 
way slowly across the field. 

The crowd had fallen back, alarmed, and the French 
officer had reached such a pitch of excitement as to 
dance his horse in tight, prancing circles around the 
stranger. His face was crimson, and clearly it was all 
he could do not to drop the reins and clutch his 
forehead with both hands. Instead he swung his swag- 
ger stick around in short vicious arcs and pointed it 
in every direction, crying out to the Almighty as he 
did so. The man on the ground stood calmly, hands 
in pockets, watching him. He was not quite smiling. 

“To the sea!” the French officer shouted. “You have 
to move down to the sea this instant, or my men will 
drive you there like so many sheep, do you under- 
stand?” 

"These people are tired, Your Excellency,” the man 
said in French. “You must allow them a chance to 
rest a little. And you must see that they get something 
to eat.” 

“Eat? Not a bit of it! Not here! To the sea, do 
you understand, you stupid idiot?” At this point he 
rode his horse forward at» the strarfger, who did not 
flinch. As the horse brushed past him, he removed a 
vestigial cigarette from his mouth and pressed it to 
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the sweated rump. The horse danced sideways, snort- 
ing, and when it came back the officer had his swagger 
stick raised, and the refugees gasped. The man on the 
ground did not move. The blow caught him neatly 
across the side of the face, and he went down. A 
Spaniard came forward and helped him to his feet, 
and the officer found himself surrounded. The crowd 
awaited the struck man’s command, but the officer 
did not. Afraid, and expecting no mercy, he rode 
roughshod through their ranks, flailing furiously in 
all directions with his stick, so that women helping 
children from his path were felled by the blows, and 
a grandfather, intervening, had his glasses smashed 
into his eyes When the officer was in the clear he 
wheeled his horse, still shouting threats, and cantered 
gallantly away. 

To Barney’s surprise the stranger observed this last 
scene with the same detachment he had demonstrated 
all that cfcy. Although the blood poured from his 
opened cheek, he allowed an old woman to mop 
at it with her black shawl and seemed neither angry 
nor in pain. The cigarette stump, in fact, still burned 
in the corner of his mouth, and still he was not quite 
smiling. 

The other men came up and questioned him, and he 
pointed east in the direction of the coast. They moved 
away through the crowd, shouting orders. By now a 
few people had noticed Barney, and a boy not much 
older than himself came up and asked him for a 
cigarette. 

Barney, moving backward, said he did not smoke. 

“Verdadf’ the loy said. '*My little brother smokes.” 
He slipped his hand into Barney’s pocket, and Barney 
struggled free. Then other boys came at him, and he 
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found himself on the ground, a strange hand in each 
of his pockets and several more attempting to remove 
his shoes. 

The stranger came slowly forward. He spoke 
roughly to the boys, and all but one of them broke 
loose. This one had his fingertips on Barney’s wallet 
and could not tear himself away. The man spoke 
again, and, when the boy only muttered sullenly, 
reached down and hauled him up by the hair of his 
head "Eh, chico," he said, "bastante, entiendel” 

The boy sat frightened on the ground. "Si,” he said, 
“si, claro, amigo.” 

"Eso es,” the man said, and did not look at the 
boy again He went on across the field toward the 
roadway, and Barney followed at a little distance 
At the top of the embankment the man turned and 
waited for him. 

“What do you want here, kid?” he asked when 
Barney came near. “You ought to have rpore sense 
than to stick your nose into a place like that ” The 
man waved at the encampment with something like 
contempt. 

“What’s'the matter with them?” Barney asked "I 
thought you liked them.” 

“Yes, I do, but they’re a little desperate right now 
You wouldn’t know what that means.” 

They started off together down the road. 

“I just came back to get my tie,” Barney said, and 
immediately felt foolish. 

"Oh, so that’s it. Just a moment.” The man was 
walking very fast, searching impatiently in his pocket 
for something to staunch ‘the flow*of blSod. 

"Also, I guess I kind of wanted to say good-bye 
— I mean, you know, you were with us all day, and I 
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was kind of sorry about that argument a little while 
ago and all. I mean — Here.” And he returned his tie 
to the stranger, who had ripped it off. “You might as 
well use it on your face.” 

The man accepted it without thanks, but glanced 
appreciatively at Barney. “You’re pretty young for 
your age, but at least you’re still honest,” he said. 
He crumpled the tie and held it against his cheek. 

Barney said, “Did you leave Spain, too, because of 
the war?” 

“I was in the war, with the Loyalists. Some of us 
were ordered out of the country.” 

“You quit? You mean you just deserted them?” 
Astonished, he moved unconsciously ahead of the 
man, so that, walking half turned, he might have a 
better look at him 

“Look, kid, they’re beaten. Why go on fighting? 
There will be other battles, and they won’t be lost.” 

“And those refugees back there,” Barney insisted, 
“what about them ?” 

The other appeared to guess Barney’s implication, 
for he stopped short. “Yes,” he said, “I’m quitting 
them too. And do you know why, my innocent young 
friend? Because the French are going to come out 
here armed to the teeth, and they’re going to knock 
those people around and drive them away like sheep 
to the coast, the way our hero promised, and if I was 
there I would come in for some very special treat- 
ment — not only because of what 1 did but because 
1 am what I am, which they would find out, do you 
see? And I # am a very busy man with a lot of work 
to do. I only went there because I needed a free meal. 
But I haven’t got time to stay and be a martyr.” 

His tone was so violent that Barney drew back. 
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abashed. "What’s the difference between their being 
at the seacoast and their being here? — that’s what I 
don’t see,” he mumbled. 

“The French don’t want a lot of starving people 
running loose all over the countryside, especially 
Spaniards. The French have the same contempt for 
Spaniards that they have for Italians, Germans, Swiss, 
British — any neighbour, in other words. They want 
them on the beach with their backs to the water, 
where they can control them better, that’s all — where 
they can ride up and down with riding crops the way 
they learned at Saint-Cyr and give the helpless the 
same punishment they themselves get in every civil- 
service office in France. I’m prejudiced,” he added. 
"I prefer the Spanish." He peered at the bloody neck- 
tie, put his fingers to his face, and winced. 

“It’s too bad you didn’t get that officer,” Barney 
said. 

“We’ll get him,” the man said. “We’ll get his name, 
and we’ll get him, sooner or later.” He pronounced 
the “we” with a cold certitude and exclusiveness that 
in no way included Barney. 

They wfent on in silence. 

The day, though ending, was still beautiful, clear 
in colour and quiet and warm. The man glanced at 
the tie and put it into his pocket. 

“Where are you going?” Barney asked. 

“West. To the Atlantic coast.” 

“Oh,” Barney said. 

He was more and more loath to part with his new 
friend — and he thought of him already as a friend, 
though he was not sure whether, touch less why, he 
liked him. And when they came to a travelling car- 
nival, raw-coloured, like an infection on the flank of 
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the old town, Barney said as gruffly as possible, “Do 
you want to fool around in there for a while?” 

The man opened his mouth to dismiss the invi- 
tation, but at the supplication in the voice of the boy 
he paused and, after a moment, smiled. Remember- 
ing the moment later, Barney was certain that this 
hard man had been embarrassed. 

“Ml right, Barney,” he said. “I’ll sit down for a 
minute, at least, and have something to drink. Do you 
have any money?" The question was asked in a mat- 
ter-of-fact manner, as if he had an exactable right to 
the boy’s funds, or to those of anybody else. 

“Sure,” Barney said. Since he held the purse, he 
took the initiative and preceded his friend toward the 
shooting gallery. 

“Squeeze it,” the man said after Barney had missed 
several times. “Line up your sights, blot it out, and 
squeeze on your trigger slowly.” A moment later he 
said, “Barney, you didn’t blot it out. You’ve got to 
blot the damned thing out.” His tone was restless, 
and then he turned away. The boy paid and followed 
him to a table under the arbour of an inn. “You go 
ahead,” the man said. "I’ll watch you.” Sitting there, 
he seemed remote to Barney Sand, who longed to 
enjoy him as a contemporary. 

“The shooting was all I was interested in,” Barney 
told him. adopting a loud voice and a careless man- 
ner. “The rest is for little kids.” 

“Is it? I’d try the other things myself if I wasn’t 
so thirsty. Go ahead.” 

The boy walked away, glancing back over his 
shoulder. In*a littlf while he was back again, unable 
to conceal his fear that the man might have left. But 
his friend had a glass in one hand, a cigarette in the 
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other; and on the table was a thin cool bottle of ros£ 
wine. 

“This is wonderful,” the man murmured. “I 
appreciate it.” 

Barney shrugged his shoulders, secretly delighted. 
He sat down at the table, and a waiter brought him 
a glass. Though he disliked the taste of wine, he 
got two glasses down and sat back, lightheaded, in 
his chair. Across the table, the stranger’s smile was 
kind, and Barney smiled himself, drank another glass, 
and wondered rather dreamily if he was drunk. 

What had seemed at first a shabby playground 
had become a splendid carnival, its yellowed colours 
come to life, its hurdy-gurdy the soul of harmony. 
In the soft air of the terrace, songbirds north from 
Africa and Spain enlivened the new green leaves, and 
beyond the cold clear bottle of rose wine, tinted 
magically by the setting sun, the stranger dozed a 
little, a half-smile of pleasure on his lips. His creased 
face, sympathetic in the strong quality of its ugliness, 
was commanding even in repose, and when the dark 
eyes opened once again to intercept Barney’s gaze, the 
boy glanced too quickly the other way and said, 
“This is fine. I’m glad we came here.” He found 
himself laughing foolishly, and could not stop. 

“So am I,” the man said. “It’s been a long time 
since I’ve had a chance to sit quietly and drink and 
watch children play without a thought in their heads. 
Have you ever had a thought in your head, my 
friend ? I mean, speaking as the son of His Excellency, 
Consul Sand?” 

Barney attempted to apswer th^ question literally. 
He described to the man some thoughts he had on 
European automobiles. The man nodded, signalling to 
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the waiter for a second bottle of wine, and then he 
leaned forward a little and said, “Tell me about your 
summers, kid — your vacations, I mean. Did you ever 
go to the seashore and fish and sail boats and things 
like that?” 

“Sure I did, didn’t you?” 

“No, I didn’t. Tell me about it." And he listened 
careftdly. Barney described to him what it was like 
at the seashore in the summertime, exaggerating his 
adventures to suit the elation of the occasion but 
presenting nevertheless a clear picture of childhood 
summer. ”... and then sometimes we'd go out and 
fish from the sailboat, even, and get all kinds of 
things like b 1 at k fish and flounder. It was always windy 
in the afternoons, and brighter blue, with waves and 
spray, and sometimes gulls. It was really great, you’d 
really like it.” 

“I know I would," the man said; and again, softly 
to himself, “I know 1 would.” 

The tone was wistful, trailing off into regret, and 
the boy felt abashed and guilty about his own en- 
thusiasm. He observed the man for a moment before 
he said, “Listen, if you come home some time when 
I’m there, we could go together. My uncle has a fine 
little boat, and we could take it out any time we 
wanted. I mean, I know how to sail and I could 
show you how, and we could go out off the rocks 
and swim and maybe fish, and then go for a sail down 
the coast in the afternoon. Then we could — ” But he 
cut off the excited rush of words, uncertain. 

The man # was Jaughing, a quiet, grunting laugh 
with only a trace of humour* in it, and he was shaking 
his head. “No,” he said. “I wish we could,” he added, 
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avoiding Barney’s vulnerable stare. "And I appreciate 
the offer, I mean it.” 

But Barney misunderstood him. “I guess I’m being 
kind of»stupid,” he stated. “I mean, I’m still kind of 
childish, I guess. I only thought — ” He stopped, at a 
loss. 

The man was no longer smiling. “No kid, that’s not 
what I mean,” he said. “You live in a different world, 
that's all.’’ His face relaxed again, and he patted the 
boy roughly on the shoulder. "You’re a nice guy, 
Barney, damned nice. You just keep going the way 
you are, and don’t let anybody try to change you.” 

He drank deeply from his glass and refilled it, 
frowning. Then he looked up again at Barney, with 
a smile intended to change the subject. 

“What do you mean, I live in a different world?” 
Barney said. 

“Look, kid, it doesn’t matter, don’t take it to heart. 
I don’t even know if I can explain it to you.” He 
drank again, shifting impatiently in his seat. "Forget 
it.” 

The boy waited, unrelenting. 

“Look,” the man said. “You live in a different 
world, that’s all. Your family has money, sailboats, the 
whole business. They don’t want anything to change 
except taxation. Neither will you. You’ll accept the 
status quo, adapt yourself to it, even exploit it. But 
you won’t want to change anything. That’s the differ- 
ence between your world and the real world, where 
everything needs changing.” 

“You mean you think I — ” 

"Look, Barney, I’m not talkiijg aboyt you, I’m 
talking about your situation. It’s ]ust different, that’s 
all. It’s small and selfish, and it’s dying,” the man 
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said harshly, “but you don’t know that, and it’s not 
your fault. It’s the way you were brought up. You 
were trained not to know, not to see. Take those 
refugees this morning. You’ve already half forgotten 
them, haven’t you? I mean, the difference between 
them with their wheelbarrows and you with your 
Mercedes-Benz?” 

Barney stared at him, dismayed. “No, I — ” 

“Haven’t you?” 

“Yes.” 

"Listen, kid, you’re still honest, so try to under- 
stand me. The great majority of the people in the 
world are allowed to live like dogs. But the world 
is changing, and it’s going to change much more. 
The sooner you realize this, the better. It’s part of 
history, and it’s taking place right now. In the past 
thirty years, in Russia and China and now in Spain, 
we’ve fought only the first battles. The true war, the 
Great Twentieth-Century War, will go on and on and 
on until it’s won, even though few people recognize 
that it exists and even less know what it means.” 

The man was excited now, his big hands, palms up. 
tense-fingered, moving in heavy circles about the table, 
his big voice grating. “This war,” he proclaimed 
oratorically, angrily, “will have many phases and 
many names and will be waged in terms of politics 
and nations, imperialism and nationalism, but it is 
only the final war of economics between the many 
and the few, between a new society of human welfare 
and the old society of dog-eat-dog.” 

He glared at Barney, then dismissed him cruelly 
with a wave# of hi<j hand. “Perhaps you can’t under- 
stand, not yet,” the voice concluded, “but your father 
and people like him represent the few. These few con- 
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trol the money and the churches and the armies, and 
they are powerful.” He paused to lick his lower lip, 
a habit with him. “But we represent the many," he 
said softly, "and we are going to win.” 

Barney sat stiffly in his seat, struck dumb by the 
man’s intensity, which hung in the sudden silence 
like some explosive gas. He had to bite the insides 
of his cheeks to keep from laughing, as he had so 
often in school and at funerals and in church. There 
was something ridiculous here, a speech like this 
could not have been meant for him — yet the words 
inspired him, excited him. and for the first time in 
his life he felt a sense of direction, of participation 
in important affairs. He wanted to rush forth and do 
battle, though with what he could not have said, un- 
less it was the passive existence he had lived to date. 
And he was intrigued by the possibility that his way 
of life, however innocent, was built on selfishness and 
wrong. 

For Barney had never questioned the nature of his 
right to the swimming and the fishing, the boats and 
the blue summers, which he had described so con- 
fidently to. the stranger. His ignorance of human 
misery had been consigned to him with as much 
loving care as an inheritance. His parents recognized 
the misery, or sniffed it on the wind, at least, like 
some sort of embarrassing smell, and made amends 
through consideration of servants, contributions to 
charity, and, as death edged closer, increasingly fer- 
vent attendance at church. His mother might say with 
a sigh, “You just don’t know how lucky you are to 
have everything you have, when theje are Arme- 
nians and things who’d* give theft- eye-teeth for that 
snow pudding.” But the year before when, hard on 
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the heels of puberty, he had sulfered a first attack 
of liberalism and exposed to his father the unfair 
distinctions between himself and his best friend, the 
chauffeur’s son — distinctions made by everyone in 
the household, but most determinedly by the chauffeur 
— Consul Sand had retorted, "What you don’t 1 yet 
realize, young man, is that people are where they are 
because of what they are; you can’t help people who 
can’t help themselves. Why, even if that infernal 
Party was to divide everything equally among every- 
body, the status quo would be restored within ten 
years ! Ten years ! ” he had repeated, rattling his news- 
paper. 

Such notions as these, before the flight from Spain, 
the consul had managed to pass intact to his son. 
But afterward his task became far more complicated. 
He felt forced at times to take refuge in the impli- 
cation that, as a member of the foreign service, he 
had access to secret intelligence which would bring 
the boy to his senses immediately if divulged. He 
would refer to dark statistics of slavery and salt mines, 
and was wont to conclude with an observation on 
the meaning of democracy. In doing so, he was making 
a serious error, for it had not occurred to his son 
to support the Party or to question democracy, he 
was simply curious about the difference. 

He witnessed a difference that day in the south of 
France. 

Barney never forgot the expressions of the two men, 
face to face over the table. He could not identify his 
own reaction, but it had expressed itself in a vague 
embarrassmqpt for his father unrelated to the normal 
embarrassment of a child for its parent. Consul Sand 
had appeared quite suddenly at the carnival and. 
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nodding curtly at the stranger, had laid a possessive 
hand on his son’s shoulder. 

“Isn’t this an odd hour for you to be drinking 
wine?” he remarked. “Come along; we have to go.” 

“I haven’t done anything wrong,” Barney said. The 
quick dark of April stole across the carnival grounds 
and sank beside them. “Wine is a food. Your Ex- 
cellency.” He grinned at his drinking companion, 
who looked the consul in the face and laughed. 

"Come along,” the consul repeated. His tone, though 
mild, foretold a private reckoning for the boy’s im- 
pertinence. And he stared questioningly at the other 
man, who stood up now and said, “He drank the 
•wine to be polite. Your Excellency. You should count 
yourself lucky that your son turned out so well.” 

Consul Sand stiffened at his inflexion. “You ought 
to know better than to drink with a child this age. 
What the devil are you doing with him, anyway?” 
he exclaimed in a sudden access of irritation. 

“I’m not a child. And 1 invited him to come here 
with me,” the boy interrupted. “He saved me from 
getting everything stolen off me — ” 

‘'From me,” his father said. “Then you’ve put me 
in his debt again.” He turned to the stranger. "You’re 
Jacobi, aren’t you? You wore a beard last time 1 
saw you.” 

“I’d been in action. 1 was unshaven. There’s a 
difference. 

“I recognize it. And you came to see me. You were 
with the Jefferson Battalion.” 

“Yes. You refused to help us, Mr. Sand.” Jacobi’s 
tone was muted, but itj note of 4 quiet* anger made 
the boy look up. He saw no longer the stranger’s 
peaceful face, but a pair of thin, hard, heavy-lidded 
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eyes under thick black hair. The face was sallow, 
with high .cheekbones and a protruding mouth, and 
the nose was badly broken. His father’s face was 
strangely delicate by comparison. Yet it too was 
strong, and there was a stubborn set to it that he 
had never before noticed. 

“Yq>, I did," Consul Sand was saying. “You did 
not represent our country, Mr. Jacobi, but the Inter- 
national Party.” 

“That may be. But the Battalion represented our 
country, Mr. Sand, which I prefer to think your at- 
titude did not.” 

“You’re mistaken, sir. My attitude did represent 
our country, whoever my own feelings in the matter." 
Consul Sand spoke evenly, reflectively. “We could only 
regard the Jefferson Battalion as a group of soldiers 
of fortune under foreign supervision.” 

“Not soldiers of fortune, Mr. Sand, but partisans.” 

“No doubt. But in my way, perhaps, I am a partisan 
too, Mr. Jacobi. There are other causes besides your 
own.” 

In the long moment that the two men stood gauging 
each other Barney remained seated between them, 
enthralled. His father’s hand still rested on his shoul- 
der, but Jacobi’s hand lay lightly on Barney’s wine- 
glass, as if to protect this symbol of their friendship 
from Consul Sand. 

Then Jacobi broke the silence. “That is not a matter 
we can settle here,” he said, and yawned. “I de- 
tained you because your son offered to pay my way.” 
He nodded at the bottle of wine. “That’s the second,” 
he said. He iyt d tHe other ntan expectantly. 

Consul Sand drew a bill from his pocket. He laid 
it gently on the table, disdaining the contemptuous 
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toss which his son perceived that Jacobi had expected. 
The latter called the serving girl. “I didn’t ask for 
a tip,” he said. “She’ll get your change.” 

"Thank you,” said Consul Sand and smiled. 

The boy gave his hand to Jacobi. “Good-bye,” he 
said. He felt dizzy from wine and could not see very 
well. 

"Good-bye,” Jacobi said. “Thanks very much.” 

“Will 1 see you again?” 

“If you do, just say it’s Barney Sand, and I’ll re- 
member.” 

"Maybe we can go sailing someday, and fishing.” 
.He said this with such enthusiasm that his father 
glanced at him, and Jacobi laughed outright. 

“I hope so,” Jacobi said. He hesitated before adding, 
“If His Excellency is sure enough of your affection 
and respect to allow a bad influence like me into 
his house.” 

Consul Sand, who had started away, turned quickly 
to face him and said, "Because apparently you have 
helped my son, Mr. Jacobi, I am in your debt, and 
you would.be welcome in my house. But I would 
like to say that, were our positions reversed, and were 
this your young son standing here, I would not need 
so badly to win my point as to try to degrade you 
in his presence.” 

Jacobi’s weathered face changed colour. "I'm sorry,” 
he said. 

He sat down heavily, not looking at them further, 
and poured himself another glass of wine. He was 
still sitting there in the gathering dark when Barney, 
confused, turned the corner with* his father. 
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“ A LEX. Who’s this Alex?” Sand asked when the 

A\ editor returned from the telephone. They were 
*■ * alone in the cafe with one waiter, who stood 
at the dew-streaked window, leaning on a mop. 

“One of my contacts. A dirty little man. One of 
the million dirty little men who infest all Europe 
these days and make things so much easier for the 
rest of us.” The editor produced a pad and made 
some quick notes on his call. 

“What makes you think you can trust him?” 

“I trust him the way I trust a good money- 
changer. He has a steady clientele, and he makes so 
much money that he can’t afford to cheat.” The 
editor’s cynicism, an occupational ailment, was quali- 
fied by a round red face, a face that was earnest 
despite an uneasy smile. Stranded by the surf of life, 
he was entrenched in a sand castle of common sense, 
and presumed to analyze the sea on the basis of 
his damp bathing suit. “Listen,” he was saying now, 
“it was simply a matter of time before this happened.” 

"You’re pretty sure of that, are you?” Sand* liked 
this man and simultaneously deplored him. 

“Of course! Look at the record — ” The editor, 
rapping on ^iis p<Jti with the eraser of his pencil, 
delivered himself of the legend of Jacobi. Most of it 
was long since familiar to Sand. It was based on 
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little specific information, since few people knew 
Jacobi well. He had been born in some dark, sus- 
picious region of Central Europe. He had come to 
America as a boy, been educated there, and had be- 
come a citizen and an editor of the Party news- 
paper. The Party was fashionable in the early thirties 
and, for other nations at least, considered salutary. 
And he had been a Loyalist volunteer in Spain. 
Sand had sought out his name in a book about the 
Spanish Civil War — a “fearless, brilliant leader," it 
had called him. But at mid-century, in a book about 
the Party, the same correspondent referred to the 
Jacobi of that period as a "murderous hireling of the 
Party,” which by that time had suffered a severe 
decline in public esteem. 

In World War II, however, Jacobi had been a hero. 
His exploits as liaison man between Allied Intelligence 
and the underground guerrillas of Southern Europe 
had won him extravagant praise from reputable 
people. These were later to i egret their shortsighted- 
ness. They had failed to perceive that, far from being 
a hero, Jacobi had been a dangerous subversive, a 
menace to church and state. It appeared, indeed, that 
he had risked his life unpatriotically, having shared 
his information with a certain ex-Ally And finally 
his name was linked with an espionage ring about 
to be investigated. He proved his guilt to everyone’s 
satisfaction by renouncing the country. "If flag- 
waving is what my citizenship now requires of me, 
if freedom of speech is now an empty phrase, then 
I am glad to go. I love my country, but I cannot accept 
‘my country, right or wrong,’ ”• he tdld reporters 
at the boat. 

"Which is all very well,” the editor interrupted 
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himself, “except for the fact that he did not leave 
voluntarily. He was thrown out.” 

“How could they throw him out?” Sand demanded. 
"He's a naturalized citizen, goddam it, and a natura- 
lized citizen has every right that we have.” 

“Legally, perhaps. But in practice ex-aliens are 
vulnerable. Usually some technicality is enough — 
something they did prior to full citizenship, or even 
some mistake in their entrance or citizenship papers." 

“Listen, Jacobi came to America as a child. He 
couldn’t have filled out his own papers, much less 
commit a crime.” 

"If you'll just relax a minute, Barney, my lad. I’ll 
let you in on a little secret, and I want you to keep 
it quiet, because it’s a neccessary evil that none of 
us can be too proud of.” He paused. “They had 
nothing on Jacobi in that espionage case, so they 
decided to deport him as next best thing. But, as 
you’ve guessed, his citizenship was relatively invul- 
nerable. So, according to a government man I know, 
they checked on his parents until they found some 
discrepancy in the father’s papers. The father doesn’t 
speak the language and has no money and is pretty 
vulnerable. They pointed this out to Jacobi, then 
suggested that he might prefer to leave the country 
rather than have his government go to all the expense 
and trouble of deporting him. He left the country. 
In other words, he was thrown out.” 

“Is that true?” 

“Yes, that’s true. And don’t look at me that way; 
I didn’t do it.” 

“And it dbesn’t*make yotf mad.” Somewhere along 
the way. Sand thought, you turned in your integrity 
for an extra baked potato. 
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“No, I’m afraid it doesn’t,” the editor said. "Look, 
Barney, I’m a liberal myself, always have been, but 
we’re fighting for survival these days, we can’t fuss 
over our methods! Face the facts! Except for public 
consumption, at home and abroad, your kind of 
honour is out of date.” 

“Good God Almighty ! ” Sand exclaimed, disgusted. 

“Look, do you really want to know about Jacobi 
or are you just here to read me the Bill of Rights? 
So you want to learn the facts of life the hard way, but 
remember, you’re still working for me. I don’t have 
to sit here and — ” He stopped mistaking Sand’s silence 
•for subservience. “All right, then. So, anyway, Jacobi 
came to Europe. He disappeared for several years into 
the Eastern countries. Then he came to Paris on a 
Party tour and remained as a Party figurehead. But 
he was too powerful to remain a figurehead.” the 
editor remarked. “He became restless, took part in 
things. They couldn’t control him, and so — ” He 
ground an inky thumb on the cafd table. 

“How do you know?” 

“I don’t know this, of course,” the editor demurred, 
“and we’ll have to report the expulsion as a rumour. 
But he’ll be eliminated.” 

"I see," Sand said, restraining a temptation to salute. 
“And therefore you would not bother to assign a man 
to find him, find the truth?” 

"You, for instance?” 

"Well, now that you mention it — ” 

The editor winced, peering carefully at Sand as if 
to perceive some hidden illness. But he saw only the 
self-contained young mart* whose iAnocenl face, with 
its odd hint of private humour, had become, like the 
calendar*, a feature of the office, and like the calendar 
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was referred to in need but seldom noticed. The 
editor shook his head with slow, sardonic emphasis, 
and his mouth formed a small inaudible “No.” 

And then Sand remarked that he had once met 
Jacobi and spent a day with him. The editor, startled, 
raised his eyes again, and this time his expression 
read /j “You continue to astonish me. Sand, I am al- 
most tempted to ask you how that came about.” 
But he withheld the question, as Sand had surmised, 
because in posing it he would cede to a subordinate 
the initiative in a weighty conversation. 

And finally Sand said that he planned to seek out 
Jacobi in any case, and volunteered his resignation. 
Because the decision had just come to him, and be- 
cause he was delighted with it, his tone was pleasant. 
There was nothing stubborn about it, only a quiet 
certainty. He went on to suggest that, in exchange 
for accreditation, he would promise any story to the 
wire service. 

"You feel accreditation will make all the difference, 
then. You imagine they’ll carry you to Jacobi on their 
shoulders when they realize you represent an Ameri- 
can wire service!” 

“No,” Sand said. “To be quite honest with you, the 
accreditation will only make me feel less irrespon- 
sible.” 

The editor slapped his palm to his forehead before 
he could collect himself. And then he said, "You 
haven’t a chance — you know that, don’t you? — not 
one chance in a thousand.” 

“That one chance is worth while, isn’t it, for a 
story like tfiis? A%d you can get along without me 
at the office.” 

“I certainly can. After this, especially. Listen ! ” he 
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shouted suddenly, forgetting the presence of the 
waiter, "the Party hasn’t hidden Jacobi just for the 
hell of it! i And they won’t play games with you, 
Sand, they mean business!” 

The waiter glanced up at the mention of Jacobi, 
and, to Sand's relief, wandered over to their table. 
Bored, he was only anxious to contribute an opinion 
of his own. “Ce Jacobi, heinl” he said, nodding his 
head, as if this remark in itself had been profound. 
" C'est un heros, celui-ld — de deux guerres.” He slap- 
ped his hand on a folded bicep. “C’est un americain ," 
he admitted, “mais tout de meme c’est un homme 
■du peuple." He eyed them darkly, rearranging their 
coffee cups on the table. He was a restless man, dis- 
gruntled, who probably drank more than was good 
for the longevity of his job. 

Sand nodded for the waiter’s benefit but also in 
agreement with his editor’s remark. Later he won- 
dered about that nod, since he had given the Party's 
methods little thought. It occurred to him, for ex- 
ample, that he would not like to find himself at the 
mercy of that waiter. Yet his excitement diverted his 
mind from danger as the effort of living diverts the 
mind from death, and he felt, quite unreasonably, 
that he had to succeed, if only to demonstrate some- 
thing still undefinable but of the greatest importance 
to the survival of his code. 

“I’d just like to know the truth about Jacobi,” he 
remarked. “Why he thinks the way he does, and how 
that thinking has gotten him into trouble.” 

"You sound like an old-fashioned crusading re- 
porter, Sand,” the editor ^aid. His fawn •fans sour and 
constructed, and it hinted that Sand’s idea, however 
harebrained, had forced him to evaluate what he him- 
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self had settled for. "You’re behind the times. People 
don’t care about the truth these days, they want the 
facts — or, better yet, an interpretation of the facts 
by somebody whose point of view is comforting 
to their own. So why risk your neck for nothing? 
The hero of one generation is the damned fool of 
the n^xt.” 

Sand shifted impatiently in his chair. Perhaps he 
was attempting the impossible, but in the end the 
clearly possible was so often disappointing. He wanted 
to believe that nothing was impossible, in the way 
one believes one will never grow old. 

He was aware that, having known Jacobi, his 
chances might be better than those of other West- 
ern journalists, but he was at an equal disadvantage 
when it came to locating the man in the first place. 
Once this obstacle was overcome, he told himself, 
the rest was a matter of resourcefulness. He spoke 
good French, and he knew Paris, and he was, as the 
editor remarked with a shake of the head in parting, 
quite harmless in appearance. Sand was slight and fair 
and agreeably plain, with curious, wide, blinking eyes 
and a chronic expression of surprise that often cor- 
responded with his condition. Insofar as it suggested 
a total absence of guile, the expression was an asset, 
but it could not offset the disadvantage he bore with 
him from the very first moment of his search. This 
disadvantage was the simple exercise of his own 
candour. 

But later, walking, almost trotting, in the clear 
September |pn of, the Faujxmrg Saint-Honor^, he 
looked deceptively like a young man with a future em- 
barking upon some spirited but altogether reasonable 
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quest, and not at all as he saw himself, a fool breast- 
ing a heavy surf for the pure hell of it. 

He walked rapidly, working away a nervous energy, 
but near the corner of his street apprehension over- 
took him. The many-faced motley buildings sat in 
watch, evoking dim continental treacheries, intrigue 
— and he started, drawing back from a foreboding. 
He cursed himself and rounded the corner, whistling 
At his apartment he took a soiled card from his wallet 
and studied the telephone number of a man he did not 
trust named Rudi Gleize. 
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R UDI’S card read "monsieur rudolf," with a 
telephone number but no address. The card was 
three years old, and its aspect of cheap imperm- 
anence sharpened Sand’s misgivings about approaching 
Rudi in the first place. But it’s hardly likely, he told 
himself irrationally, that the number is still valid. 
He laid the card down on the table by the telephone. 

Dialling, he pictured the cheerless bistro in which 
the ring would sound, for men like Rudi never had 
a telephone at home, in the rare instances when they 
had true homes at all. They were always reached 
through some cafe crouched on the final corner of 
some empty street, where the band of regulars, men 
and women of obscure hours and incomes, nursed 
one thin wine while awaiting dim salvations. He 
could even imagine the patronne who answered, a 
pale ex-prostitute with an endless cigarette, a cat, 
a red coiffure, and huge, good-hearted cynicism. 
"Monsieur Rudolf? ?as ici, monsieur. . . . Dites-donc, 
on ne sait jamais, cher monsieur, ils passent parfois, 
ces types, c’est tout. . . . B'en, oui, d'accord. . . . 
Comment ? . . . Monsieur — Sahnd ? Et votre numero ? 
. . . Entendu, monsieur. . . Mais je vous en prie, 
monsieur . . .” 

Despite her vagueness about Rudi, adopted to pro- 
tect them both in any skirmish with the police. Sand 
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guessed that Rudi would have the message within 
minutes. And indeed, his telephone rang within half 
an hour. The woman announced that Monsieur 
Rudolf would join Monsieur Sand at the Georges V 
bar in forty minutes. 

It was so typical of Rudi and his mysteries. Sand 
thought, to have the woman telephone. Walking up 
the avenue toward their rendezvous, he suffered an- 
other surge of doubt, like a man carrying home an 
impulsive purchase that he secretly suspects he may 
not really want at all. 

Rudi Gleize was more to Sand than an odd ac- 
quaintance. He represented the labyrinth beneath the 
desolate scene of postwar Europe, a demi-monde of 
that murky intrigue which shrouded the streets of 
the continental capitals with the damp breath of a 
ground fog. Not all the denizens of this world were 
criminals in the professional sense, although there 
were numbers of these. Many more were stateless 
persons, aimless and unattached, whose one allegiance 
was to survival. Others were agents of the numerous 
underground networks, vending their patriotism for 
pay. But 'most were the average people of normal 
times who lacked the fibre to make a fresh start, 
whose cynical despair about the future of Europe 
was the excuse for seizing its remains. There were 
the opportunists and the looters, young people for 
the most part, but ageless in their outlook, whose 
ranks included Rudi Gleize and a woman he called 
Sara. 

Sand had crossed their paths in 1948, in Prague. 
In the spring of that vear he had graduated from 
college and, still uncertain as to his future, had gone 
to Europe for the summer with a friend. But when 
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September came and the friend had gone. Sand found 
himself staying on in Paris. He was delighted there 
as he had never been before — with the art galleries, 
cafds, excursions to Senlis. Chantilly. Fontainebleau; 
with red burgundy and quenelles de brochet and a 
handsome French lady of good family and unhappy 
marriage who was at home to him in a large Louis 
XV apartment on the Place Francois ler; and, for all 
these reasons, with himself. When his mistress de- 
parted for Cannes he knew and enjoyed that peculiar 
Paris melancholy — he was reading Chateaubriand at 
the time — and when she did not return he set off in 
October for Vienna, and from there, impulsively, to 
Prague, timing his arrival with the thirtieth anniver- 
sary of the Republic. The Republic had been for several 
months a dominion of the Party, and he went there, 
among other reasons, to witness Jacobi’s theories in 
action. 

Prague fascinated and oppressed him. It retained 
a dark medievalism which had its most striking ex- 
pression in the bridges over the Moldau and the stark 
statue silhouettes that rose against the opposite bank 
and the bleak Hradcany Castle on the hill beyond. 
The city was charcoal in the way that Paris was 
warm grey, and the lean air of late October warned 
of winter, which, as in some legend of the North, was 
depthless and might never end. 

Here, in this atmosphere of unreality and change. 
Sand had wandered into the underworld of Rudi Gleize. 
He had heard in Vienna that Prague black marketeers 
were penalized by hanging, and he had small hope of 
coming across thes^e transient creatures during his 
stay. Nevertneless, on his very first day, at lunch, he 
discovered a note wrapped in his napkin wijh the 
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bread: “Will exchange kroner for dollars. Careful, 
please;” and glanced up to see a terrified waiter watch- 
ing the doors of the empty restaurant. Nervous, he 
wrote ort the back of the note, “How much?” and 
held a twenty-dollar travellers cheque in his lap as 
the waiter approached. The man pretended not to 
see it. He came back after a little while with a 
roll of bills wrapped in another napkin, which re- 
placed the original on the table after an elaborate 
series of alarums and flourishes, during which the 
cheque was whisked into his pocket. Sand, counting 
the kroner later, discovered that he had received four 
hundred to the dollar as opposed to the legal rate 
of fifty, and it was in an attempt to spend his twenty 
dollars in one week that he came to know Rudi 
Gleize. 

He had been to a propaganda film that conveyed 
the onlooker around a typical American city of canine 
beauty parlours and Negro tenements, and afterward 
to a very fine concert of Smetana’s “Mi Vlast,” in 
honour of the Republic’s anniversary, and felt much 
in need of less momentous entertainment. He came 
upon a dance hall called, mysteriously, the 5 P, and 
stood, quite lonely, at its bar, There, toward the end 
of his second shvovich, the doors opened and an 
entrance was made that he was to see often repeated. 

The man was sleek and neatly dressed in a black 
suit and tie, and he threw a black topcoat to an 
attendant without any change of expression what- 
soever. He had straight black hair and a full face, 
curiously soft and unidentifiable as to race or age, 
which Sand identified^ astonished, as. that of his 
waiter at lunch. The m*an came forwara, and a place 
was njade for him at the bar. He did not appear to 
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recognize Sand, but stood immobile, observing the 
dance floor. 

Sand needed badly to talk to somebody, but the 
countenance of this fleshy Cinderella discouraged an 
approach. Then he found himself accosted by a drunk- 
en man of middle age who wanted to know, in 
Gerrqan and in feeble English, why Sand was wear- 
ing a red waistcoat. The man was belligerent, in- 
terrupting Sand’s response with the observation that 
Sand was an impostor. He had a curious emblem in 
his buttonhole that he fingered constantly, like a sore. 

Sand said that he did not understand, to which 
the stranger retorted that he was not only an impostor 
but a spy. "I hdte you,” the gentleman remarked. 

"Do you really? Why?” 

“I despise you,” the gentleman continued. “Not 
only this, I do not trust you.” 

"And whom do ,ou trust?” Sand asked, his caution 
succumbing to the slivovich. "Your new leaders, per- 
haps?” 

The gentleman reflected for a moment. “I do not 
trust anybody,” he decided, “except myself.” He 
tapped himself significantly on the temple. "And even 
this one,” he added sadly, “I do not trust, not always.” 
He moved slowly across the room, and the other 
people at the bar stared at Sand with a variety of 
expressions. 

Then he felt a hand on his sleeve and turned to 
see the man in black, who gave him a warning 
glance. The latter left the bar, glancing back over 
his shoulder, and £and followed him out onto the 
shuttered streets. 

“You are being foolish.” The man took lys arm 
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as they edged along the sidewalk. “We do not play 
games in this city any more.” 

"So you speak English,” Sand said slowly. "Didn't 
I see you earlier today? Why didn’t you speak it 
then?” 

"Don’t be sil-ly,” the man said. As Sand was to 
learn, this was one of his favourite phrases, and he 
did not say it in a casual manner but with enunciated 
scorn. They moved in silence into Wenceslas Square, 
where the huge portraits of the leaders loomed out 
of the darkness, in readiness for the next day’s An- 
niversary Parade. His companion showed no inclina- 
tion to leave him, and Sand, ill at ease, inquired about 
the drunken man in the bar. 

“The one with the emblem in his buttonhole — you 
noticed it? — was one of our best cinema directors. 
He is still a cinema director, for them — ” He gestured 
at the posters without facial comment. “We call them 
the ‘in-the-buttonholes,’ people like that.” 

“And those others in there?” 

“Collaborators also, for the most part. A few pat- 
riots. There*are less and less each day.” 

"You seem to know about everybody.” 

“I do, yes — everybody who matters. That is my 
business.” 

"Your business? And money-changing?” 

"Please speak more carefully. Yes, that is my busi- 
ness too. Name any business within reason, that is 
my business too.” 

“You are even a waiter, then.” 

The other smiled. "No, that I am not. Only upon 
occasion, like today. Y®u see, I 4iave 9 friend who 
tells me when the tourists come to the restaurant. And 
all tourists go to that restaurant because the owner 
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is an in-the-buttonhole and the hotel people must 
recommend it. It is a very bad restaurant.” 

“At any rate, I made a lot of money.” 

"Yes, you did. But you did not make as much as 
myself, 1 am afraid. The next time you will purchase 
an airline ticket to Brussels — they are in great demand 
these <days — and for that I will give you five hun- 
dred kroner for your dollar. Meanwhile, if there is 
anything you wish to see, or anyone you wish to 
meet, please consider me at your disposal.” At Sand’s 
expression, he smiled again, saying, “Yes, I am an 
influential man. My father knew the late President; 
but it is not that. There are many kinds of influence.” 

"You are one of them, then?” Sand remarked, dis- 
pleased. 

"Don’t be sil-ly. I am neither on one side nor the 
other. I am simply a little man named Rudolf Gleize 
—little Rudi, that is all 1 am.” He held out his hand. 

“My name is Sand,” Sand told him. 

"I know it is,” Rudi said. "1 am honoured. And 1 
would like to see you again." 

"I’m sure you would,” Sand said, and laughed. 

"No, no, no, I am serious. I like you. I don’t need 
your business, although it is useful. I like to talk to 
you, it is very simple. I was with the British in the 
war, you see, and I like to practise English. So I will 
see you?” 

"Of course, if you like." 

“Good.” Rudi performed a little bow. “Good night, 
my dear Sand.” He slipped away along the buildings 
before Sand could ask him where they were to meet 
again and v»hen, » quick, portly man alone in the 
dead streets of early morning beneath the grey-white 
posters and the garish red-and-yellow lamp posts. 
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The following day Sand walked in the Anniversary 
Parade, marching up the long incline of the square 
with detachments of warlike waiters and martial 
shopgirls. Alpng the rooftops, bent by the November 
wind, small figures moved back and forth, their sub- 
machine guns silhouetted against the sky. Police were 
everywhere. The marchers were halted at the summit 
of the hill, beneath the balconies of the city library, 
where they were harangued by the new President. 
His voice was amplified across the city by huge loud- 
speakers, and during his pauses the flapping of the 
mighty posters could be heard, A claque beneath the 
speaker’s balcony cheered wildly at appointed in- 
tervals, but the noise barely carried to the first ranks 
of the citizens before it scattered, with the autumn 
leaves, across the empty silence of the square. 

Jacobi, Sand thought, even at the time, can this 
be what you had in mind? 

"There is still some resistance, they haven’t con- 
solidated as yet, you understand,” Rudi explained to 
Sand later, going to the door and opening it suddenly 
to make certain nobody was listening. The theatrical 
gesture, as Sand was to learn, was typical of Rudi, who 
•had been present in Sand’s hotel room when he re- 
turned from the parade. Sand did not bother to ask 
an explanation but let himself be taken in hand entire- 
ly by this man, his self-appointed guide to this new 
world. And indeed, Rudi escorted him everywhere, 
even as far as Karlovy Vary, where they purchased 
Bohemian crystal and lived exclusively, it seemed to 
Sand, on fine white wines and caviar. And on his 
final evening in Prague? Rudi joined him once more 
at the cabaret. He entered a few minutes after Sand 
and observed him from the bar. 
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Sand was dancing with a hostess named Eva, a 
languid red-haired girl who did her utmost to seduce 
him then and there. The girl was very drunk, and to 
Sand’s alarm kept gesturing at a political mural on 
the wall and crying out, “Big stuff, hey? Big stuff!” 
in heavy English. It was the only English she knew, 
but the derision in her tone was unmistakable. A 
man came out on to the floor and signalled to her, and 
when she left, no longer giggling, Sand went to Rudi 
at the bar. 

“Don’t dance with those girls,” Rudi hissed at him. 
"They work with the police.” 

Sand turned to look at them, and found a number 
of them watching him “Which ones?” he asked. 

Rudi nodded toward three or four of the prettier 
ones. 

"How about the one I was dancing with? Do you 
know about her? She was laughing at that mural.” 

Rudi nodded, and whispered after a moment, “It 
doesn’t matter what she believes herself, the pay is 
very good. These days one cannot afford to believe 
too strongly about anything.” 

“In other words, you think she is one.” 

“Yes,” Rudi said. “She is one.” He seemed upset, 
staring fixedly at the girl and at the man who had 
summoned her. 

A short time later he signalled covertly to Sand, 
and they left the cabaret. "I have business tonight,” 
Rudi said. “I have to leave you.” He took Sand’s 
Paris address and shook him warmly by the hand. 
“I know you don’t think much of me,” he said, “but 
I was a gentleman'once, an<t perhaps when you see 
me next I will be a gentleman again.” Beneath the 
old black Borsalino hat his boyish face relaxed into 
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a smile that was almost shy, and then he turned and 
hurried off into the darkness. 


Rudi Gleize appeared in Paris early in 1949. He 
could not speak freely over the telephone, he said, but 
he wanted Sand to meet his wife. It was clear that 
he wanted something more than that, especially since 
Sand had never heard about the wife until that mo- 
ment. Rudi said that he was stopping at the Hotel 
Victoire and would meet Sand in the Caf 4 de la Paix. 

Rudi’s appearance, a soiled shirt notwithstanding, 
was as opulent as ever. He looked harried, however, 
as if at any moment he might spring from his seat 
and flee. His story was fantastic, but so many true 
accounts were fantastic at the time that it seemed 
plausible enough. 

His wife, he said — and he did not trouble himself 
with any more explanation of this new phenomenon 
than a slight pause in which he glanced at Sand — his 
wife had been indiscreet, and he had been forced to 
get her out of the country immediately. Then he 
himself had managed to get on a plane, but at Brus- 
sels he was met, not by his thankful wife, but by a 
delegation from his embassy, which attempted to claim 
him at customs. He was an escaped criminal, they 
said, with an invalid passport, and they demanded 
custody of him. The Belgian officials took his pass- 
port but awarded him temporary political asylum 
until the matter could be clarified. Not knowing how 
temporary this asylum might be, he had fled with his 
wife to the frontier, where, undef 1 the Abidance of a 
refugee friend, they had entered Marcel’s Caf£ in the 
border ‘village of D , passed through its kitchen, 
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its back yard, and its enormous, filthy chickencoop, 
and emerged in a cabbage patch in France. 

Rudi’s account of the passage through the chicken- 
coop, clutching two suitcases as the startled fowl 
caromed against his head and shoulders, defecating 
wildly onto the neat black suit, was grotesquely 
amusing to Sand. He had a clear picture of the two 
fugitives, stumbling unglamorously forward against 
the onslaught of guano and feathers. But Rudi was 
not amused. 

"The crossing cost me a fortune,” he said, grimacing. 
“And now we are here in the Hotel Victoire, with- 
out a cent and without papers. I am going to beg 
you to give uc our first meal in two days.” 

Sand nodded. “But why the Hotel Victoire,” he 
asked, “if you haven’t got a cent?” 

And Rudi said, “Don’t be sil-ly. What does it matter 
where one stays if one has no money at all? One 
may as well be comfortable. And the people in the 
little places are much more anxious about money, 
and about identification too. But here we can bluff for 
a little while.” He shrugged his shoulders. 

Sara joined them in a short time. “You know 
Sara?" Rudi asked, smiling a little. Sand, rising, said 
he did not, but saw immediately that he was mistaken, 
for Sara was the Eva of the cabaret in Prague. She 
acknowledged his recognition with a nod, then allow- 
ed herself to be formally introduced as Sara Gleize. 
The understanding that the past had no relation to 
present circumstances was implicit in the introduc- 
tion. 

Eventually, through an arrangement so complex, 
and involving so many heretofore unmentioned in- 
dividuals of Rudi’s acquaintance, that Sand never ap- 
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proached its inner mysteries, the Gleizes came to 
terms with the Hotel Victoire, and, with an attitude 
of good riddance on both sides, repaired to a con- 
verted brothel in, the rue Caumartin, near the Trinity 
Church. Here an elderly refugee gave soup and shelter 
to his displaced countrymen. 

At first they moved rarely from this lost labyrinth 
of mirrors and vulgar murals. Sand would see them 
from time to time, but gradually lost sight of them. 
As a special student in the Ecole des Sciences Poli- 
tiques, he was absorbed and very busy. He was 
aware, however, before his departure the next sum- 
mer for America, that Rudi was enmeshed in strange 
business affairs of many kinds, and was still arranging 
for British passports through the Hungarian agent of a 
small Swiss printing establishment in Tangier. Rudi 
had given him a card with a telephone number and 
the inscription, "monsieur rudolf," should Sand 
ever interest himself in business. At this time he had 
been, for several weeks, a citizen of Egypt. 

Sand chose a table in the corner from which he 
could observe the other clients. The bar had been 
recommended to him once as a place to observe in- 
ternational crime, and there were indeed some curious 
specimens. To Sand they looked less like human beings 
than like satyrs, too exalted in their evil to share 
his own qualities, or even his failings. They had a 
distinct other-world air about them, these people, a 
hard patina that had covered them over like a shell, 
enclosing forever the softness, the pathos, of human- 
kind. He supposed it was powet that « transformed 
them, power beyond all recrimination; for petty 
criminal, however vicious, were far too ruffled by 
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the winds of law to permit this ice to form, and re- 
tained their human qualities, while these did not. 

Rudi Gleize was in the process of metamorphosis. 
Sand thought. But to all appearances, as he entered 
the bar, he was already as crystallized as any man 
there. He wore the black suit and the black tie, and 
his face was as well fed and ageless as ever. The 
signs t»f the change were the replacement of the old 
black Borsalino with a Homburg hat and the manner 
in which the hat was dangled with cool importance 
from one finger. Sand studied the entrance, fascinated 
— the alert face of the barman, the hush in a nearby 
conversation, the general attention Rudi Gleize de- 
manded and received. And he held his seat, for he 
knew that Rudi had already noticed him. Rudi was 
speaking softly to one of several men who had drifted 
like sharks into his area. Then Rudi grimaced, twirled 
his Homburg up onto his wrist, and made his way 
between the tables in the direction of Sand. He had 
arrived and seated himself before Sand could regain 
his composure, before a word was spoken between 
them. 

“Well, well,” Rudi said, turning to him. "So you 
are back. What a happy surprise, my excellent friend. 
How are you?” He proffered a quick hand and an 
elaborate smile, behind which lurked affection in 
scattered traces about the eyes. 

Sand said he was fine, and asked after Sara. Sara 
was also fine, it seemed, but the subject was quickly 
changed by Rudi to one Sand sensed was closer to 
his heart. “What brings you here?” Rudi asked, and 
it was plain*that he expected an answer that would 
eventually involve himself. While Sand explained, 
Rudi observed the comings and goings in the bjir with 
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the aid of the mirrors on the walls. “You remember 
our little business in Praha,” he interrupted, “and the 
Bohemian crystal you brought back with you?” Rudi 
sighed. “A nice profit you made, yes? There are so 
many nice little businesses like that.” He shook his 
head. It was clear that their reunion did not interest 
him, and he put his hands on the table edge, pre- 
paratory to getting to his feet. 

“As a matter of fact, I have a favour to ask of 
you, Rudi.” 

"A favour?” Rudi glanced warily at Sand, then 
signalled to the waiter and ordered a vermouth cassis. 

Sand shifted in his chair. “I thought perhaps you 
could help me, Rudi.” 

“If it is possible. Of course.” 

“Do you know of a man named Jacobi?” 

Rudi gazed at him, alert for the first time in their 
conversation. “Of course,” he repeated. 

“It's said he’s in disgrace with the Party, that they 
have expelled him and are keeping him in hiding 
here in Paris. If this could be verified in some way, 
it would be valuable information.” Sand hesitated. 

Rudi purspd his olive lips. “Naturally,” he said. 

“Especially to a reporter," Sand said. He went on 
to explain that he had known Jacobi and about his 
hopes for an interview. “What do you think my 
chances are?” 

“What are the chances of a fish in a desert?” Rudi 
said. “Don’t be sil-ly, my poor Sand.” He took up 
his gloves and his Homburg and straightened in his 
chair. 

“All right,” Sand said, “But I an going to try. And 
if you will help me, I will share my valuable in- 
formation with you.” 
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"I already possess your valuable information,” Rudi 
murmured. “In fact, I have already sold it.” Never- 
theless, he leaned back again as if he were thinking 
about something else. 

“Then it's true about Jacobi — the disgrace, I mean ?” 

Rudi made an abrupt gesture with his hand. “Oh 
yes, it is true, but my knowledge does not help you, 
my friend. Your wire service will require more proof 
than my — ah — customers require of me.” He paused. 
“However, I will help you because once you gave help 
to me, and because you are my friend I will help you 
too.” He replaced the gloves on the table and turned 
to Sand with a sudden smile. “What is it you imagine 
I cITh do for you?” 

"You can introduce me to members of the Party 
who might be of use.” 

Rudi shrugged his shoulders, but he did not ask 
the question Sand had already put to himself and 
beyond which he was unable to see a solution : “And 
then?” And Sand took hope from Rudi’s silence, sens- 
ing that Rudi had already perceived a means to the end 
which he. Sand, could not have imagined and indeed 
might never know at all. He waited. 

Rudi took a series of delicate sips from his aperitif. 
“And if,” he said at last, “you should happen to find 
Jacobi, you will of course let me know immediately, 
before anybody else, where he is?” 

His tone made Sand uneasy, and he too paused 
before he answered. “I don’t know, Rudi. I may have 
to promise them not to say anything. You’d better 
not count on it.” 

Rudi flushed briefly beneath his shining skin. 
"Promise?” he rasped. “Don’t be sil-ly. Sand. What 
is a promise when you are dealing with people like 
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that? You weren’t above taking their money on the 
black market, were you, a few years ago?” He eyed 
Sand triumphantly. “No, there is no time these days 
for sil-ly principles.” He slapped his chamois gloves 
upon the fable, his distempered face in that instant 
an emblem of the infectious selfishness eating at all 
Europe from within. 

“I don’t know,” Sand repeated, condemning the 
other in his heart, yet half believing him. He gazed 
at Rudi, certain now that the man would refuse to 
help him; but to his surprise he perceived that Rudi 
was still interested and was, in all probability, already 
possessed of still another solution beneficial to him- 
self, for there now appeared on his soft continental 
face a vague tracery of amusement. 

“Well,” Rudi said, “I see there will be nothing for 
me in this stupid business, but 1 am a gentleman, and 
I will keep my word.” He rose abruptly from the 
table. “It may take a little time,” he added, “to 
arrange things. I can reach you at home?” He 
glanced at a gold watch, displayed gold cuff links. 
"Don’t be impatient,” he said. “You will hear from 
me.” 

He smiled and departed, and another man followed 
him out of the bar. 
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T \^0 days later Sand received a letter from his 
father. It concerned Sand’s failure, some months 
before in America, to obtain a position with a 
government agency. 

Shortly after filing his application Sand had been 
called to the Capitol and interviewed. The inter- 
viewer was zl \ Inauspicious man in a side office who 
endeavoured to fix Sand with a steely eye. He under- 
stood, he said, that Sand was an acquaintance of a 
man named Jacobi, and he wanted to know just what 
the relationship had been, putting his questions in 
a way that suggested anticipatory disbelief. Sand point- 
ed out that his age at the time had been fourteen, but 
the interviewer seemed less concerned with this in- 
formation than with the handsome watch on his own 
wrist, and his sole response was a meaningful suck of 
air through his front teeth. A few weeks later Sand 
received a tactful letter informing him that the job 
had been eliminated as an economy measure, and 
thanking him for his interest. He was dismayed to 
realise that his own country found him untrustworthy, 
on such specious grounds. 

Sand, though he shared the surface scepticism of his 
generation, felt the # most sincere loyalty toward his 
country and ^ respect akin to reverence for the old, 
bright pages of its history. Therefore his rejection 
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by his own nation was much more than a surprise or 
a disappointment, and confused him. 

Subsequently, through the father of a friend, he 
had obtained the position with the wire service and 
was sent to Paris. 

Meanwhile his father had looked into the affair, 
and by his own account of the meeting with Jacobi, 
unsolicited by his son, had dismissed official doubts 
and set up the possibility of an interesting post for 
Sand in his own branch of the foreign service. It was 
apparent, however, that Mr. Sand retained a few 
doubts of his own, for he wrote, in part. 

You understand, of course, that if you decide to ac- 
cept this post you must immediately forswear all 
loyalties not in accord with our national interest. 
Doubtless you have long since done so, since you 
were prepared to enter government service some 
months ago. Nevertheless I feel it my duty to talk 
with you before you apply a second time. I would 
not be honest with myself or with our country if 1 
did not take into account the impression made upon 
you by Jacobi, or honest with you if I claimed to 
believe, in view of your subsequent political un- 
certainty, that that impression had entirely worn 
away. 

These lines, black and bold under the letterhead 
of the nation, were inscribed between wide white 
margins, as if his father, now an Under-Secretary of 
State, was preparing his correspondence for posterity 
— and as if, beneath that noble emblem, one could 
write safely only in the ornate, not-quite-candid man- 
ner of the statesman. The context itself f/as irritating, 
the more so because Sand knew, and knew his father 
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knew, that he had not forsworn a thing, nor felt it 
necessary in terms of his integrity to do so. 

He remembered how, five years before in 1948, 
his father had startled Sand by initiating a discussion 
of Jacobi that he must have known would undermine 
his case against the man. And he had done this. Sand 
reflected, with a stubborn, stoic honesty born of the 
same idealism that led him now, responsible to the 
nation for his son, to be dishonest. Or so it seemed 
to Sand, who knew his father would not concede the 
paradox. In both instances Mr. Sand could claim, quite 
rightly, to have done what he thought best. 

At that time Jacobi had recently left America. 

“I saw him ai the boat,” Mr. Sand had said, in- 
terrupting a contemplation of their dinner. His son 
had known immediately to whom he referred, and, 
waiting, returned his brandy, untouched, to the table. 
He guessed as well that whatever the other had in 
mind was the purpose of their meeting. Sand had 
returned from Prague the previous day to find the 
invitation from his father, then in Paris on a mission. 
They had cocktails at the Crillon Bar and dinner at 
Laperouse. 

“He sent you his regards, Edwin,” said Mr. Sand, 
observing his son through the smoke of his cigar. 

“Jacobi?” 

“Yes. On that particular day I happened to be 
aboard his ship, seeing somebody off — the French 
emissary, I believe.” 

“Oh. And you ran into him.” 

“No, as a matter of fact, I looked him up. I felt 
I owed him fomethftig for his help to you that day 
in Perpignan.” 

Sand’s face made no secret of his surprise. 

E 
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“Is that so astonishing, Edwin?” 

“I’m not sqre. I thought you — ” He stopped when 
his father smiled. “How was he?” he said finally. 

“Rather ’upset. He had just given that speech of 
his about not believing in ‘my country, right or wrong’ 
to the reporters. When I turned up, he was in the 
process of showing them out.” 

Sand smiled himself. “And you, of course, he was 
very pleased to see,” he said. 

Mr. Sand extinguished his cigar, squashing it with 
an expression of distaste into the ashtray. Then he 
sat forward and said quietly, "Yes, in a way, I think 
he was. He was very much alone, you see. I’ll be 
damned if I didn’t feel sorry for the fellow. At any 
rate, I told him I considered myself still in his debt, 
and I asked if there wasn’t some service I might do 
him.” 

“Did he know what you were talking about?” 

“No, he didn’t. He said that not only was I talking 
nonsense — he chose a more violent expression — but 
that I must consider him very stupid. You see, Edwin, 
he imagined I was making some sort of overture from 
the government, in case he might have considered 
defection from the Party.” 

“Were you?” 

“Not at all. I really felt I owed him something. 
Or, rather, I didn't want to feel I owed him anything 
any longer, if you see what I mean — so that I could 
attack him in front of you without bad conscience.” 

“But you often have!” 

“Precisely.” 

"But there's no reason why y®u shouldn’t!” Sand 
exclaimed. 

"Peshaps not. But I’m old-fashioned, I suppose.” 
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Mr. Sand made a deprecating gesture with his hand. 
“That’s all rubbish, it doesn’t matter, Edwin. But, as 
I was saying, I honestly believe the man was glad 
I came.’’ 

“I’d never guess it, from your description. Does 
he still call you ‘Your Excellency’?” 

“No. In fact, he became abusive— extremely abu- 
sive.*! felt obliged to leave. But, believe it or not, he 
followed me to the gangplank and called out to me 
as I descended. When 1 came back, he became quite 
red in the face, and I thought he meant to assault 
me. But he only said, ‘Please give my regards to 
Barney.' 

“ ‘Barney ?’ 1 said. ‘I’m not sure I know whom 
you mean.’ ” Here Mr. Sand paused to light a fresh 
cigar, and smiled. His humour, once so sharp-tongued 
and destructive, had been gentled by the years. Though 
mannered still, it ’■ad a reflective, rueful tone better 
suited to the cha ges in the man, whom Sand had 
seen chastened by each advancement, each increase 
in responsibility for the uncertain future. 

‘Tm commonly known as Barney,” Sand remarked. 

“So he informed me,” said his father. 

Sand laughed obligingly. “And that was all?” 

“Well, I thought so, but just as I was preparing to 
depart a second time the fellow whispered, ‘Listen, 
if you’re sincere, thanks very much. But there isn’t 
much to be done.’ He was whispering, I am certain, 
because there was somebody close by attempting to 
overhear him.” 

“But how did he mean that?” 

“I don’t l|now. The remark left me somewhat at 
a loss, and so I took his hand and wished him good 
luck — and do you know, Edwin, I believe L meant 
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it sincerely at the time. That man is forceful, no 
question about it. It is difficult not to respect him, 
at least — even as an enemy.” 

“I know,” Sand said, returning his father’s intent, 
unsmiling gaze. 

"At which point,” Mr. Sand resumed, raising his 
voice a little, “Jacobi said, Tm going to miss my 
country,’ in a very curious tone, as if he wanted at 
least one countryman, even myself, to know this. 
And then he was gone.” When his son made no com- 
ment but stared straight ahead, reflecting, Mr. Sand 
continued, “I only mention that last remark because 
it isn’t as obvious as it seems. Jacobi is a ruthless man, 
Edwin, and he was close to tears. And on the strength 
of this incident, I looked in on those espionage hear- 
ings a few weeks later.” 

"You mean he was accused of espionage?” 

"Don’t you read the papers ? No, actually he wasn’t 
accused, though he may as well have been. The ex- 
member of the Party on the witness stand was content 
to implicate him.” Mr. Sand massaged an eye with a 
middle finger. “It seems that this repentant individual 
knew nothing of espionage himself, and having be- 
come, as he took the trouble to point out, an honest. 
God-fearing American, his sensitive conscience would 
not permit him to swear with absolute certainty that 
Jacobi had betrayed his country. The newspapers, of 
course, were far less delicate.” 

“Well, did he have anything at all on Jacobi?” 

“He said simply that Jacobi was approached by 
an espionage agent after his return from Spain — or, 
rather, from France — ia 1938. The conversation was 
apparently unpleasant and quite brief, and was passed 
along tfie Party grapevine, and memorized by our 
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God-fearing witness, whose recollection in such mat- 
ters was well-nigh uncanny. He paraphrased it some- 
thing like this — 

“ ‘Espionage?’ Jacobi said. 

“ ‘We don’t call it that.’ 

“ ‘I’ll have to think it over.’ 

“ ‘Are you afraid, or do you disapprove of it?’ 

" *Do you think I’m afraid?’ 

“ ‘That would be better. Otherwise I must infer 
that you oppose the Party’s will.’ 

“ ‘I don’t have to prove my allegiance to the Party, 
not after sixteen years. I’ll think it over.’ 

“ ‘After sixteen years you should know better what 
allegiance to the Party means. You will please forget 
this conversation.’ 

“But apparently,” Mr. Sand resumed, “according, 
once again, to our trusty witness, Jacobi returned 
the following day to see this agent. It’s not known 
what took place. Which brings me to a final, inter- 
esting point neglected by the newspapers : the witness 
also testified that, dating from this interview, Jacobi 
was under suspicion, though apparently unaware of 
it himself, and that, dating from Jacobi’s departure 
for Europe, that suspicion became official policy. He 
was referred to in slighting terms by the leaders, and 
his various exploits in Spain and in World War Two 
were belittled, even though, at this very moment, the 
Party journal was defending him and decrying his 
departure ! Which would seem to me conclusive proof 
that he never joined the underground, whether he 
wanted to or not.” 

“Obviously he didn’t want, to,’’ Sand said. “But I’m 
surprised that he hesitated. He didn’t strike me as the 
man to object to method.” He was thinking, at that 
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moment of Jacobi’s pronouncements in Perpignan, and 
shook his head, bewildered. He felt tired and de- 
pressed, a condition he attributed to the brandy. 

"That’s it, you see,” his father said. “That’s what 
makes him such an enigma. Remember his remark 
to me at the boat, Edwin.” Mr. Sand paused a moment, 
inspecting his cigar. “I’m tempted to believe that, how- 
ever mistaken, that man is a patriot, not of the vocal 
variety so prevalent today, but in the true sense — 
that is, he is willing to sacrifice himself to what he 
considers to be the national interest. For all we know, 
he might be a sort of twentieth-century John Brown. 
But like John Brown,” Mr. Sand concluded pointedly, 
“he is in the wrong, and history will judge him ac- 
cordingly.” 

At that time, having just come from Czecho- 
slovakia, Barney Sand was inclined to agree. Yet it 
seemed to him possible, on the one hand, that Jacobi 
knew little of the methods of the Party as practised 
once it was in power, and might well consider such 
methods a betrayal of Party doctrine. He preferred 
to think so. And, on the other hand, he suspected 
that his father had now made his essential point, and 
that the fairness with which he had treated Jacobi 
stemmed in part from the realization that Jacobi’s 
influence on his son could only be dispelled once the 
enemy was given his due. Therefore Sand, instead of 
nodding, shrugged his shoulders and said nothing. 

They sat a little while in silence. 

“However,” Mr. Sand resumed at last, "I very much 
dislike the whole business if, as I suspect, Jacobi is 
being pilloried on both sides for doing wh^t he thought 
right. Because you see, Edwin, that as a result of the 
incident with the underground he finds himself re- 
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jected not only by his country — and I believe that 
this pains him terribly, though he must have known 
he was running that risk — but by his comrades. Of 
course, he is probably still unaware of the second loss.” 

“You think the Party will expel him, then?” 

"Sooner or later. Yes, 1 do.” 

Mr. Sand sat back in his chair and signalled to the 
wait*. He received the bill, glanced at it, and reach- 
ed for his wallet with impatience, as if the waiter 
were cheating him of time required to analyze his 
son’s expression. 

“There is no doubt, in my mind at least,” the letter 
of five years later read, “that I came out unfavourably 
in the comparison Jacobi forced upon you then. The 
point is, in short, that I cannot in good conscience re- 
commend you to the foreign service until 1 am certain 
of your allegiance — not to myself as opposed to Jacobi, 
for that is your affair, but to the concept of the 
national interest which I represent. I pray to God 
that your choice will be the right one.” 

Here was his father’s official side, with the self- 
consciousness of its ideals, its reduction of political 
integrity to protocol, as if no man could determine his 
ethics for himself, but must choose between black 
and white. 

This man whose Spartan honesty conceded his son’s 
allegiance to the enemy, and even the enemy’s sincer- 
ity, could call out simultaneously for loyalty to him- 
self and to his narrow code, and, enmeshed in his 
own eloquence, solicit the aid of God in doing so. 
The latter jecourss seemed ,to Sand especially an- 
noying. 

Nevertheless, he respected his father — that pri- 
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vate individual, at least, too honest to flesh out the 
bone of ethics with compromise, compromise with hy- 
pocrisy, and hypocrisy with the rotten fat of righteous- 
ness. For even in this letter, the bone bit through that 
fat like a hard white tooth protruding from soft gum. 

And because he respected him, Sand was all the 
more disturbed by the implication that he himself 
might fail his country. Certainly this was not the 
case. He had only to glance at American history, 
hear the names of its rivers and towns, feel and smell 
its winds and weather, to know an exultation; and 
though much of his life had been passed abroad, he 
thought of America as home and never questioned that 
he would return there one day for good, to work for 
the government, perhaps, and to marry and raise a 
family. 

Such doubts as he had were concerned not with 
politics and nations, but with society. If, as Jacobi 
claimed, most human beings were allowed to live 
like dogs, if responsibility ran far behind the people’s 
need, then the world fed its own unrest, like fever, 
and that fever could not be obscured, or cured, by 
politics. 

It seemed to Sand that as long as he kept this 
point in fair perspective he might hope to see things 
clearly in his world. But perspective was prey to 
expedience, like truth. One needed conscience as well 
as courage, and his conscience, he felt, was no longer 
the strong quantity that it had been when he had 
known Jacobi. At that age, with no need to be practi- 
cal, one could look at things directly. But later one 
was driven toward retreat, towar^ expedience hawk- 
ed like fool’s gold by one’s elders, who* themselves 
defeated, could no long look idealism in the eye. And 
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their cynicism, mistaken often for maturity, served 
to conceal awareness of forsaken codes which, how- 
ever impractical, they knew in their hearts to be 
still valid. 

Sand himself, at twenty-nine, was idealistic still, 
but increasingly conscious of losing ground. Over 
the years he had grown less angry at injustice, more 
readyato accept what his editor, two days before, had 
termed “the facts of life.” Travelling back and forth 
across the world, a student, a soldier, a student once 
again, and now in the third of three lacklustre jobs, 
his rough edges had been rounded off, his vision 
scuffed and scarred. He knew this and resented his own 
frailty. Todav the incidents that had shocked him in 
the past seemed trivial and faraway — were they ex- 
aggerated then, or was he equivocating now? 

Impressions of childhood, revolving around the 
servants — the ones he thought were too old to have to 
work, who sent the family Christmas cards long after 
they had gone and been forgotten, who called him 
“Mr. Edwin” even when, a senseless child, he in- 
sulted them or hurt their feelings, who answered to 
names like Margaret and Marie, answered as promptly, 
faithfully, as the family spaniel, although considered 
to have less personality, and not nearly so beloved. 

At school and at college and in the army he pur- 
sued his education in the niceties of cruelty and 
selfishness. As a young man in advertising, between 
1949 and 1951, he had changed positions twice be- 
cause he did not like the work enough to curb his 
tongue, and, feeling purified, had set free a fiancee 
for the same reason 

In his unSventful life Sancl had become angry, 
spoken out, been mollified on a number of occasions. 
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But he felt now that he had spoken out too seldom 
and too safely and been resigned too readily. Yet 
among the incidents that involved him personally 
only one still kept something of its first effect upon 
him, for the injustice here had seemed a part of his 
inheritance, a caul, and had bewildered him. 

It occurred near the summer resort that he later 
described to Jacobi. There was a home there for spastic 
children, on a wide lawn beside a marshy pond, and 
he had passed it often on his bicycle, unaware of 
what it was. 

One August morning, pedalling down the road, he 
heard a high, harsh crying, and saw, in the middle 
of the pond, a boy crouched in a rowing boat. There 
was a single oar floating near the boat, and though 
the boy held the other he made no effort to retrieve 
its mate, but gesticulated furiously, crying out. 

Barney walked down to the edge of the pond and 
shouted at the boy to paddle toward the other oar. 
But the boy only cried out even louder, in strange 
unintelligible sounds that made no sense to Barney 
at all. It came to him then that the boy was a spastic, 
and, though he had no very clear idea of what a 
spastic might be, he realized the other’s helplessness 
with a start of fear. When the boy cried out again, 
Barney made his way out across the marshy edges 
of the pond. 

It was a very hot, humid day, and from beneath 
his sunken tennis shos there rose to his nostrils the 
thick, viscous stench of the rotten bog. The muck 
sucked heavily at his legs, and once he fell forward 
on his hands. In his .panic and increasing fear he 
imagined himself sinking forever into this stew of 
corrupt earth, and struggled forward on hands and 
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knees toward the muddy water. There he swam pain- 
fully toward the rowboat, touching from time to time 
sunken hummocks of unknown matter and clinging 
grasses and once, he was positive, a live loathsome 
creature of considerable size. He reached the boat in 
a frenzy of speed and hauled himself, gasping, over 
the side. 

The* boy in the boat was crouched in the stern, his 
twisted face alight with any number of emotions, each 
striving to dominate his expression. Barney, afraid 
and fascinated, watched the passage of fear and hy- 
steria and gratitude and shame and, worst of all, the 
terrible desire to be accepted as another boy and not 
as a human outcast. But in his efforts toward this 
end, the boy only compromised his position, for he 
emitted a series of excited yelps that scared Barney 
out of his wits, and only momentarily calmed down 
enough to push out a squeaky “Thank you.” Then he 
was off again, his .egs thrashing crazily in the bilge 
water, employing every inch of his person to convey 
to Barney his message, until the latter managed a nod 
and a smile, and, still shaken, paddled the rowboat to 
the drifting oar. 

As Barney rowed back across the pond, the boy 
in the stern was silent, staring at him with such 
infinite sadness and a kind of hopeless love that 
Barney would almost have preferred the preceding 
experience. He maintained his friendly smile, however, 
and managed to speak for the first time, saying in a 
choked voice, "It wasn’t your fault, losing the oar 
like that, it could happen to anybody. And I got a 
swim out of^t too, $0 we’re even.” The boy clearly 
understood him, and understood, too, Barney’s •sym- 
pathy, for he burst into tears and a moment later 
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tried once again to speak. But once again co-ordination 
failed him, and he repeated the mistake of trying to 
convey with body and soul what was already clear in 
his expression. In the process he very nearly fell into 
the water, but, oblivious, continued to cry out in his 
heartbreaking way until, exhausted, he became sub- 
dued again and clutched the gunwales in silence until 
they reached the dock. 

There a man was waiting for them. He thanked 
Barney for himself and the boy, and explained that 
this boy was his best patient, could manoeuvre a 
rowboat, and even speak coherently as long as he 
didn’t try too hard or become excited. The man spoke 
in front of the boy, and doubtless in part for his 
benefit, but the latter smiled in any case, glancing 
shyly at Barney as if in new hope of friendship. They 
watched each other one long painful moment. Then 
Barney took the boy’s hand in his own and shook 
it, ashamed of an inward wincing away from the 
touch of the cripple’s flesh. He moved away, heart 
pounding, across the silent lawn, conscious of a breath- 
less censure in the institution’s yellow face, and up 
the steep side of the ditch to the public road, fleeing 
this unknown world of human misery, regaining the 
rich guilty realm of sunlight and peaceful summer. 

He couldn’t get over the idea that the spastic was 
a boy of his own age, and apparently intelligent. How 
alike they were in all valid respects, yet how far 
apart in that slight, unjust difference between them ! 
The loss of the oar was only a token of innumerable 
deeper losses. And there they had stood, staring at 
each other across a voitf, and whsi Barney had reached 
out to the other, had taken his hand, the touch had 
been pot an affirmation of kinship with a fellow 
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creature but, rather, a morbid gesture, compulsive 
and disagreeable. 

He had even, unwillingly, despised the other’s 
clothes. Barney was dressed like all the sunburned 
boys he knew, in khaki shorts, white polo shirt, white 
socks and sneakers. By contrast this stranger had been 
arrayqjl in a grotesque gaiety of colours. Above bright 
yellow swimming trunks he wore a shirt striped orange 
and green, and the gleaming shorts pinched tight on 
a pair of sick white legs, which disappeared in turn 
into blue socks and high black hard-soled shoes. This 
difference in their costumes had created in Barney’s 
mind a distinction between them that confused and 
shamed him and drove him to jar his bicycle into 
pits at the side of the road. He swore to himself that 
he would visit the boy again and share with him his 
now oppressive health, and wealth, if possible. But of 
course he did not return. The failure was a normal 
one, but Barney felt guilty for the rest of that summer 
and later. He thought often of the boy as a sort of 
secret self — the cries, the thrashing that might still be 
going on, the need of assistance and friendship — and 
that desperate face became for him a touchstone 
of human misery and defeat. 

The sense of the struggle around him was focused 
by Jacobi’s words of two years later, and dramatized 
by his prediction of revolt. Sand recalled the flight 
north from Barcelona, the blaring horn of the big 
limousine cutting its swift swath through the peasant 
caravans, and the hot black Iberian eyes beneath the 
black berets and shawls, which stared, submissive still, 
as they passed through — the people, Jacobi’s people, 
their long patience close to its end. 

Sand had long since been convinced that the» Party 
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was in the wrong, but because of Jacobi's sincere 
allegiance to it he feared that his own mind might be 
a product of the times, that, despite his trip to Prague, 
he had not come honestly by his conclusion, and that 
once again he had been brought around too readily 
by majority opinion. And he feared as well that he 
might now be faced with his final chance to prove 
his integrity to himself by putting it to a test. 

He was determined, therefore, to see Jacobi before 
repudiating the man’s cause. He knew in his heart 
that his resolve might not last, that his time was 
short. Even now timidity insinuated itself, half per- 
suading him of his editor’s convictions — that his pro- 
ject was halfwitted, dangerous, doomed to failure. 
But his uneasiness only made him angry and more 
stubborn about the search. 

In response to his father’s letter, he wrote his de- 
cision to remain in his present job, at least for the 
time being. By this time he had done what he had 
long since intended to do — he had purchased and 
read the basic Party texts, and sentenced himself to 
wander on the barrens, bleak and lonely, of reflection. 

For the remainder of the week Sand walked a good 
deal and thought too much, picking at his misgivings 
and plucking his courage from the reach of dread. 
He travelled the ordered areas not too distant from 
his building, absorbing from the fall quiet of the 
Tuileries, the nineteenth-century stateliness of the 
Parc Mon^eau, the muted age of the Palais Royal, a 
certain harmony, which tempted him to believe that 
the state of the world he had always known was only 
a passing squall of history and not, %s Jacobi pro- 
claimed, the first skirmishes of the Great Twentieth- 
Century War. 
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But late one afternoon, after leaving the Louvre, 
he walked out on the Pont du Carrousel. There some- 
thing happened which, though unimportant, disturb- 
ed him more than he let himself admit. 

Two swift black birds had cut the twilight sinking 
to the river and swept in his direction. The second, 
a falcon, soared before swooping on the other. It struck 
almost delicately, veered upward and away, and did 
not circle, as if hastening to regain some far migration 
route toward the south. But the pigeon fell broken- 
backed into the Seine. It fluttered a moment near the 
bank before disappearing with the current beneath 
the bridge. 

Sand startled, stepped across the bridge, to confirm 
the death in the appearance of the floating bird on 
the other side. But the pigeon never came, and he 
found himself descending the stone steps to the quai. 
Turning, he saw in the shadows beneath the arch a 
figure kneeling at the water's edge, silhouetted against 
the river. The figure, glimpsing him, clutched the 
pigeon to its breast and scurried back into the darkness 
by the wall. 

Night was coming on, and he went home. 

The acquisitive face of Rudi Gleize, appearing that 
evening at his door, completed his misgivings. 

"Pack a small suitcase,” Rudi said, “and lock your 
door. You will not be back for a little while.” 

Rudi slipped back onto the landing and listened 
until Sand was ready, then led him down in silence 
into the dark. 
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T HEY crossed the river at the Pont du Carrousel 
and entered the broken maze of antique Paris 
by the rue des Saints-P&res. Soon they turned left 
and were making their way east, paralleling the quais. 
They passed on their right the miniature Place Furst- 
emberg and again turned left. It seemed to Sand 
that they were circling on their tracks, and he could 
not determine whether Rudi was unfamiliar with the 
area or whether he was purposely trying to confuse 
him in this ancient quarter. The route they were now 
travelling was no more than an alley, knifing high and 
narrow into the black September sky, but soon it 
came out on a wider street. They crossed, continuing 
through a side way flanked by littered picture gal- 
leries and halting at last at the angle of two more 
streets. Down the dark stretches of one he made out 
the quai, the headlights of occasional cars shaping up 
its walls, two bookstalls, a small plane tree, and the 
late walkers. Rudi Gleize took out a cigarette and lit 
it, and the flame of the match revealed a nervous 
winking of his eyes. 

“Why won’t you tell me where we’re going?” 
Sand demanded, for the second time. 

“We’re here,” Rudi, said, mating a vague gesture 
toward the walls of the corner building. 

“Yop mean Jacobi is being kept right here?” 
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“Don't be sil-ly," Rudi said. His nervousness and 
resultant irritation led him to give himself away, for 
then he muttered, “Do you think if I knew where 
Jacobi was I'd bother myself with all this stupid 
running around?" He said it almost to himself, 
glancing about him in all directions and catching his 
breath ngt the far sound of footfalls around the corner. 

Sand noticed that from their vantage point they 
could observe four different approaches, and knew 
now why Rudi had stopped and why they had walked 
here. But the streets were empty, and after a moment 
Rudi moved rapidly away along the wall and dis- 
appearing into the first entrance on the street leading 
down to the quai. Sand, following, glanced back at 
the marker on the corner : rue des grands 

AUGUSTINS. 

Rudi awaited him by the stairwell. “These are 
friends of mine, a sculptor and his wife," he whisper- 
ed. “You will live with them while this business 
continues. Do not tell them any more than you have 
to, and do not get in touch with your news agency 
or anybody else." His conspiratorial tone was an- 
noying to Sand, and yet Sand knew that he himself 
was too relaxed, too unprepared, and tried to key 
himself up to the significance of his mission. He was 
nervous, yes, but more at the thought of meeting 
strangers than of entering upon the hunt. 

And the people who greeted them on the fourth 
landing were immediately so sympathetic to him, so 
warm and charming that Rudi's posturings seemed 
more nonsensical than ever. 

“This is Lise*" Rudi^whisperedt “and this is Olivier." 
Sand was not told their surnames. For the moment 
he tried to guess their attitude toward Rudi Gleize 

F 
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and their position in respect to him, hoping thereby 
to sharpen his own insight into the validity of Rudi’s 
methods. 

Olivier was a thin dark man whose natural ex- 
pression of kindly grief might have done credit to a 
clown. A shambling, torpid manner was offet by 
, bright, bushy-browed eyes, which regarded Rudi 
Gleize with mixed caution and contempt. There was 
no contempt, however, in the face of the woman called 
Lise. She sat Rudi down with every evidence of respect 
and affection, but in such an exaggerated manner that 
Sand suspected, unwillingly, that these people were 
in Rudi’s pay. 

“Ah, dear Rudi,” she said, "it’s been so long since 
you have come to us, but at least you have brought 
us the company of your friend ! ” 

Olivier observed her, hands in pockets, his sad 
mouth twitching in amusement, and exchanged a 
compassionate glance with Sand when she turned upon 
the latter and, seizing him warmly by the shoulders, 
forced him back into a second chair, from which, 
foresightedfy, the sculptor had dumped two sleeping 
cats. Sand guessed immediately that, despite Rudi’s 
precaution, this pair had a very good idea of the 
project at hand, for Olivier smiled again, just visibly, 
when at the conclusion of a long, roundabout con- 
versation directed by Rudi Gleize it was agreed by 
all, for no good reason, that Sand should move in 
immediately as a lodger. The decision was celebrated 
with a bottle of red wine, which Rudi scarcely touched. 
He sat drumming his fingers upon the table, and acted 
out his part as a sociable companion .with the sole 
aid t>f a fixed, unhealthy grin. 

San0 took careful note of his surroundings. The 
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room was the heart of the apartment, for the dinner 
remains and reading matter and bits of clothing all 
had an air of permanence on the huge black table 
that almost filled the room. There was a makeshift 
kitchen squashed against one wall, a charcoal stove, 
a soft, defeated armchair barely visible beneath a heap 
of books and sketches, art journals, shoes, and bits of 
string? and a cabinet manned by three large cats, an 
orange, a grey, and a Persian. Shoulder to shoulder, 
inflaming the walls, were posters, calendars, and 
paintings, inscribed in vivid strokes to the woman 
Lise, now drinking wine in expansive fashion at the 
end of the table. And in the corner, suspicious in 
its freshness was a made-up cot. 

Lise was a full-haimched, graceful woman in her 
late thirties who might once have been an entertainer. 
She had a theatrical gusto and a low, attractive voice 
and an air of fresh discovery of pleasure that could 
not quite offset her betrayal by flesh and drink. Yet 
Sand found himself strongly attracted to her. Her 
face, he thought, though compromised by the fact 
that no especial care was taken of it, remained quite 
beautiful. The figure she cut was ample and baroque, 
and a subtle licentiousness in her manner hinted at 
more than he felt he ought to know. 

Sand watched her until she smiled at him. Averting 
his gaze, he caught the eye of Olivier, neither cynical 
nor reproving, but understanding. 

Sand had seen Rudi to the door. 

"She knew Jacobi,” Rudi told him. "and she knows 
another man, a Party leader, who may decide to help 
you. Do no^ be hasty, my dear Sand, and do not 
take any action on your own, for my sake.” 

“For your sake, Rudi?” 
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“Of course." Rudi smiled despite himself. “I feel 
responsible for you, you understand?" 

“Not yet, I must admit. There is something you are 
not telling *me.” 

“Don’t be sil-ly,” Rudi said. "What is there for me 
in this crazy business?” He nodded, smiling again, 
and went away down the stairs. 

“Will I see you again?” Sand called, uneasy. 

But Rudi did not answer. 

Olivier and Lise were still seated at the table when 
he returned. “You have known our Rudi for some 
time?” Lise inquired. Her tone was ambiguous, and 
Olivier frowned, then laughed aloud. 

' “Yes, for several years.” Sand paused. “It must be 
very inconvenient for you, my staying here, madame.” 

“I assure you it is not, dear friend!” Startled, a 
little frightened even, she rose from her chair and 
filled his glass with wine. “A gros rouge,” she said, 
“will make you feel right at home.” 

“Yes, we are delighted," Olivier said quietly. “Not 
only because” — he made an uncertain gesture with 
his hand — “we are so indebted to Monsieur Gleize, 
but because' we are glad of your company.” He said 
this graciously, without affectation, and, Sand could 
not help feeling, with some sincerity. 

“Rudi,” Lise corrected him. 

"Ru-di," Olivier repeated slowly, with expression- 
less distaste, as if he were holding the word at arm’s 
length, dangled from his fingertips like a dead mouse. 
The opinion was conveyed so economically that Sand 
could not help but smile, and was pleased when 
Olivier returned the smile and Lise wiyked at him. 
Theytlid not mention Rudi Gleize again. 

The fed wine in the third bottle fell away to 
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nothing, and with it their conversation. The grey cat 
sprang silently from the top of the cabinet and landed 
on the table between them with an ominous thump, 
stretched itself, mouth wide, and sat, tail twitching, 
watching Sand. 

"He wants your chair,” Lise said, and yawned 
herself. 

"We should go to bed, I suppose,” Sand said, and 
Olivier nodded. When Lise had gone, parting a curtain 
into another room, Olivier led Sand to the bathroom 
and showed him in passing his own studio. “A great 
deal of good material has gone into that room,” he 
remarked. “It’s a pity that nothing worth while has 
ever come out of it.” He smiled before Sand could 
answer. 

Sand rose early the next morning and went out 
to get his breakfast. He went inland from the quai, 
up the rue Saint-Andrd-des-Arts, and turned off into 
the rue de Buci. There, from his table in a small caf6, 
he could observe the Buci market place and the faces 
of his new neighbourhood. These were very different 
from the Right Bank faces, less obsequious and much 
less disagreeable, and there were representatives of 
every class on this noisy common ground. He had a 
comfortable feeling of being one of them, and, after 
his coffee, strolled up and down among the stalls. 
From there he wandered down the rue de Seine and 
came out on the river opposite the Louvre. 

Turning, he surveyed by daylight the maze into 
which Rudi had led him the evening before, but there 
was no sign of it. On his left loomed the massive 
Institut and ,down to the right the open garden of 
the Beaux Arts. He was once again in the publicVaris, 
the impersonal Paris, and his new quarter, personal 
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and unpredictable, lurked somewhere behind these 
facades. He moved up the quai and re-entered the 
quarter, with excitement and misgiving, by the river 
end of the rue des Grands Augustins. 

Lise and Olivier were relieved to see him. Lise was 
sleepy and irritable, clutching the curtain to her bed- 
room for support. In the early morning her age had 
the upper hand in her expression, and her ageing bath- 
robe was not up to the task of concealing her lowered 
bosom. Still, there was something sensual, naively 
provocative, in her stance, and Sand suffered once 
more a pang of cupidity, which his cheerful air could 
not hide from Olivier. 

“II y reste encore quelque chose, ma petite." The 
’latter smiled. “Et moi, ton petit Olivier, c’est bien moi 
qui te saluei” He spoke in the thick accent of Pro- 
vence, gesturing heavily with his hands, and plunged 
into a breathless monologue. “Yes, yes, yes, it is I, your 
dear Olivier, who congratulates you, splendid Lise of 
the beautiful dawn!” 

“Idiot! That’s enough of your nonsense. You are 
a stupid good-for-nothing. It is only my promise to 
your old mother that keeps me here, but someday 
you will gd too far!” 

"No, no, no, it is clear you do not understand! It 
is I, your sweet little Olivier, who declares his pas- 
sion ! ” 

“Pig! It is clear that you have brought shame to 
me in the entire neighbourhood, and ill health be- 
sides! And I didn’t have to sacrifice myself, as every- 
body knows; there were others lying at my feet ! ” 

"Others, yes. Many, others, it* is truy. Too many 
others for the good wives of the village, as was well 
known^-and spending their sous for the honour too, 
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it should be said! But there, I forgive your sins be- 
cause I am your cherished, your precious little Olivier, 
and I am all you have in the world now that you are 
old and ugly." 

"You are an imbecile and a drunken sot, and I wash 
my hands of you and your filthy old mother, who got 
my virgin’s promise by trickery and false claims of 
your inheritance. But there are limits to my virtue, 
understand me well, and I know where to go to be 
appreciated ! ” 

“To be sure you do, you have always known, and 
been well paid for it too, it should be said! Limits 
to your virtue, yes, indeed — but as to the virgin’s 
promise, I do not understand you, your terms confuse 
me slightly, under the circumstances which the neigh- 
bourhood, for one, knows better than I! But there, 
never mind, I will not forsake you now that you 
are stupid and fat and interested only in the bottle, 
for 1 am your superb, your generous-hearted little 
Olivier, and I am in the process of declaring my 
great love for you, if only you would have the wit 
to listen, for obviously you will not hear it from a 
man again.” 

Olivier stopped suddenly and gazed at Lise, who 
had been laughing quietly in the doorway. But she 
stopped laughing and, glancing at Sand, flushed im- 
patiently. “You’re impossible,” she muttered at Olivier. 
“It’s too early in the morning for your nonsense.” 
She disappeared behind the curtain, and Olivier stared 
after her. He had clearly forgotten about Sand, and 
turned, surprised, at the sound of the other’s laughter. 
This was Sand's firtf experience with Olivier’s fan- 
tasies and masquerades, and he could not have guessed 
their emotional dimensions in the heart of tljp other 
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man. Later he would see the despair of Olivier the 
sculptor, which promoted these flights into unreality 
and made a minor art of them. 

Olivier was much more interesting than Lise, though 
he seldom, took part in normal conversation. He pre- 
ferred to leap up from the table and describe a pattern 
of intricate gyrations around the room, his hands alive 
in neat, quick parodies of operatic gestures — lust, love, 
vulgar dramas, storms, fish, animals, people in the 
streets — all of life like clay in the deft mime of his 
fingers, and his voice the while remarking animatedly 
on endless unrelated subjects, singing, sighing, or 
breaking off in sudden laughter as he left the room 
In seconds he would return again, his features trans- 
. formed by masks, false faces, eyebrows, wrinkles, and 
red noses, so cleverly applied that he was never twice 
the same nor ever quite implausible. He had a depth- 
less repertoire of gaits and voices, gestures and in- 
flexions, and an array of improbable garments, which 
covered the walls of the outer hallway and made of 
him a churchman at one moment and a grandmother 
the next, according to his whim. But he seemed to 
favour the outcasts of society, the tramps and beggars, 
prostitutes and drunks, and went through their futile 
motions with exalted finesse, without cruelty or sar- 
casm, forsaking caricature for humour, and executing 
the wliole with such pure grace that the spectator, 
laughing, also felt moved to tears. And Olivier himself, 
quietly resuming his seat, would sink at once into 
a gloom so remote that Sand would not dare to talk 
to him, but converse with Lise on important topics 
that no longer seemed importanj, 

Sand visited with Olivier the small gdlleries of the 
quarter,, and a number of cafes and antique shops. 
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Olivier seemed loath to leave his immediate district, 
turning back when they approached the quais or 
Saint-Germain-des-Pr&. They would pause for a mo- 
ment at the end of the rue de l’Ancienne Com£die, 
gazing out upon the wide, bright boulevard like two 
observers from a more cloistered world, then turn 
back into the narrow, shadowed streets toward the 
Seine. 

OliVier knew most of the people they passed, who 
seemed to regard him with great amusement and 
affection. Their reaction to his elaborate greetings 
reaffirmed Sand’s own immediate liking for the man. 
And Sand himself felt close to the people here. He 
talked with a butcher who sang in cabarets, a flower- 
seller deformed by German torture who lectured on 
love at the Institut G^ographique, the mad, forsaken 
wife of a voguish surrealist — but also with the art- 
dealers, antique-sellers, various old men, mystics, in- 
tellectuals, alcoholics, and with a number of dogs and 
children partial to Olivier. As time went on they 
accepted him without Olivier, calling out to him in 
the street, and once when, in a caf<£, he was asked 
the time, and answered, exuberant in his wine, as he 
had been answered long ago, they roared and repeated 
aloud among themselves, “Mais qu’est-ce que f a peut 
te taire, mon petit, puisque fo change tout le temps]’’ 

He hadn’t thought of the remark as that amusing, 
though he laughed himself and bowed, somewhat 
guiltily, to their new opinion of him as a humorous 
American. 

"Mais comme il ejt drdle, cet americain!” 

He was fcfrced to accept a cognac which he .knew 
the donor could not afford, and, walking h^me, he 
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imagined that he could live quite happily with Olivier 
and Lise forever. 

But they talked of Jacobi that very evening. Lise 
slyly introduced the name into a general discussion 
of the Party, alert for Sand’s reaction. 

“You know Jacobi, then?” Sand asked. 

"Jacobi? Oh yes, quite well. I haven’t seen him in 
some time — ” 

“So much the worse for you both,” Olivier in- 
terrupted under his breath. 

"TTiat's enough, Olivier. No, not since the late 
thirties, really. He came out of Spain and stayed with 
us for a little while, in the Pays-Basque. Then 1 think 
he went back to America.” 

“He came back during the war, your Jacobi,” 
Olivier said. “He worked with the Resistance, in the 
South. 1 saw him myself, near Carcassonne.” 

Lise stared at him. “Why didn’t you tell me this?” 
she whispered. 

Olivier said, “You ask a good deal of me, dear 
Lise.” He relapsed into silence. 

“What sort of man was he?” Sand asked, uncom- 
fortable. He had intended a tactful change of subject, 
but a baleful glance from Olivier demonstrated to 
him that he had, instead, worsened the situation. 
Then Olivier rose abruptly and crossed the hallway 
to his studio. 

Lise watched him go with an expression of regret, 
but clearly her mind was elsewhere. “Ah, ce Jacobi ,” 
she began, half to herself, “ c’etait un homme, vous 
savez, celui-Id.” She remained silent for a time, touch- 
ing the fingers of her t hands together, then placing 
them* on her collarbones. The gesture, Indicating as 
it did tyv proprietary interest in the soul of the man. 
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was affected, almost theatrical. Sand was to notice 
that whenever Lise spoke of Jacobi she adopted a 
tone that made of their relation a profound and mean- 
ingful thing, not to be fathomed easily by outsiders, 
and very creditable to herself into the bargain. But 
her vanity was so childlike, so simple-hearted, that 
he found it touching rather than irritating, and liked 
her alj the more because of it. 

“We in this country have a very distinct notion 
of what a man must be,” she was saying. “There 
are not so many of them, I assure you. Jacobi, and, 
in his way, my Olivier — I haven’t known many others. 
Marat, perhaps, though I wonder sometimes if Marat 
can be counted.” 

Sand waited expectantly, and after a moment she 
said to him, "Marat is the man you are to meet. He 
is very important in the Party. We used to see a great 
deal of Marat.” She shook her head. “He was a great 
friend of Jacobi.” 

“You and Olivier,” Sand said, “you are with the 
Party, then?” 

“No. We were. All we intellectuals were.” Lise, 
who gave little sign of intellectuality, was very fond 
of this term. “But the Pahy has changed, you know, 
it is purely political now. It is like a young idealistic 
boy who has learned to compromise, to put ambition 
above the ideal.” 

Sand nodded at this obvious remark somewhat im- 
patiently. “And Jacobi," he said, “has he changed 
too?” 

“1 don’t know. I haven’t seen him since before the 
war. But I <^>n’t think he could change, a man like 
that; he is too strong, and blinded by his strength. To 
tell you the truth. Jacobi is intelligent inv very 
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narrow way. He sees only the people and their 
poverty, and to advance their hopes he will destroy 
everything, himself included. It is not the Party that 
is important to him, not really; he is not like Marat 
that way, not political. He has always followed his 
own path, Jacobi, and his ideals are old-fashioned 
now, and a little sad.” 

"1 met him once, you know,” Sand said. “I liked 
him very much.” 

"I loved him,” Lise said quite simply. “Yes, though 
I knew it too late. But he was always solitary, his 
mind was elsewhere even when — ” She flushed. “Yes, 
even then,” she blurted angrily, as if admitting some- 
thing to herself for the first time. "I couldn’t forgive 
that in another man, and I’ve never had to.” She smiled 
reflectively, but her eyes were sad. "And, believe me, 
I have no complaints.” She nodded her head in the 
direction of Olivier’s studio. “Do not be misled by his 
childish manner. He is wise, and hopelessly merciful, 
my Olivier, and as great a man in his way as my 
Jacobi.” Moved by her own eloquence, she coughed 
and took refuge in her wine. 
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I N the course of that week Sand was sent to 
party. He did not know who was giving the party, 
and neither did Lise, who gave him the address 
and directions. Neither did he know what was ex- 
pected of him, nor what his approach should be. He 
could hardly go about asking, “Where is Jacobi?” — 
and yet this was the information he had to have. 
Of course he could ask leading questions, but, if for 
no other reason than lack of experience, his powers 
of persiflage were nil, and he knew it. They would 
see through him in a moment. And he could not under- 
stand why Rudi — for certainly Rudi was behind this 
— had not given him some guidance. Perhaps Rudi 
would be there, although his instinct denied the pos- 
sibility. Who, then ? This man Marat ? It did not seem 
likely somehow. Uneasy, Sand passed down alien 
streets, cursing Rudi and his mysteries and the whole 
impossible plan. 

On the stairway he paused, struggling to control 
a sliding feeling in his stomach. The building was 
scrofulous and dank, and situated somewhere — he was 
not sure where — in the cobbled atea beyond the 
Pantheon. He had somehow lost his bearings. Sand 
knew nothing of this^quarter, even by hearsay. It had 
no characteristic stamp, as did other parts of Paris, 
of students, bourgeois, foreign groups, demimonde. 
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or even petty commerce, but was amorphous, old 
and dark, a catchall and a melting pot. The voices he 
heard were the voices of many tongues, and the odours 
invidious and untraceable. 

He moved upward again, hearing people below in 
the foyer. On the top floor a girl awaited him, laughing 
at nothing in the way certain hostesses have, from 
which Sand assumed mistakenly that she was drunk. 

“English or American?” she cried. "Go ahead in.” 
He realized that the girl did not know who he was, 
nor care. He took her hand self-consciously, but she 
was already laughing over his shoulder at the people 
behind him, a seedy blonde girl in dungarees and 
sandals escorted by a coloured boy. The Negro grin- 
ned with the arrogance of terror. 

"Well, Inga, my God, where did you find him ! He’s 
marvellous ! ” When the hostess took both the Negro’s 
hands within her own. the two men exchanged a look 
of pain and suspicion. She was crooning, “Oh my 
God, but you’re so mar-vellous and black, how I’d love 
to have you for myself!” She shook her head, eyes 
squinted. “So lean and repellent and marvellous,” she 
whispered, still clutching his hands, while the Swedish 
girl smiled in idiotic approval. 

Entering, the coloured boy said to Sand, "Ameri- 
can?” 

Sand nodded. 

“Yeah,” the other said, his gaze dancing nervously 
around the room, "yeah, me too.” He took from his 
pocket a small metal box from which he removed 
with great care a very thin handmade cigarette. Sand 
was on the point of Qffering on/* of his own when it 
occurred to him that there might be* more to this 
disreputable item than met the eye. He watched the 
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other light it and, pinching it between thumb and 
index finger, sip at it hastily several times before 
turning it over to the Swedish girl. She repeated the 
performance and returned it immediately to the Negro, 
who offered it politely to Sand. 

"What is it?” Sand said. 

“Tea,” the Negro said, surprised. “What you think 
I was gonna give you, man?” 

“Htsh-ish,” the Swedish girl explained, reaching 
for it, but her companion withheld it from her, sucking 
at it furiously himself. “Cool,” he whispered. “Cool, 
crazy cool.” He handed it to her grudgingly. 

"Cool,” the girl repeated. "Crazy, man.” She spoke 
with a he^yy accent that made the words even more 
grotesque am meaningless. And Sand, looking around, 
perceived thj\ a number of people were smoking the 
"tea,” and noticed the odour he had thought was 
incense, rich and delicate at once, a burning of ex- 
quisite leaves. 

He managed to find himself a drink and then an- 
other, and, leaning against the wall, searched the 
cluttered room for some clue to his presence. But 
nobody approached him, and finally he moved out 
through the haze in hopes of becoming entangled in 
a conversation, for people had begun to notice him 
standing all alone. But the conversations he crossed 
were mindless, or unintelligible, or in some unfamiliar 
language. The room was heavy with sweet reek 
of narcotics, and in a corner, openly and unnoticed 
by the others, a man was making love to a young 
girl already half undressed. The laughter in the place 
was out of control,, a sort of. high, fast hee-hee-hee 
of ecstasy, btit the voices were dulled and painfully 
slow, like gruntings from some prehistoric cat^. 
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The grinning masks did not return his gaze but saw 
right past him as if he were invisible, and he suffered 
a swift annoyance veined with panic. 

Sand sought out the coloured boy again, and, 
shaking him by the shoulder to get his attention, asked 
to try one of the cigarettes. 

“Gone, man," the Negro muttered, “and takin’ me 
right with him." It took him minutes to extract his 
box. 

Nothing happened to Sand at first, and after a time 
he forgot about the cigarette. He took another almost 
idly, pleased to be relaxed at last, and talking. He was 
having a very good time, and listened to his own voice 
laughing as if from a near distance. After a time he 
forgot what he was talking about and who he might 
be talking to, so delighted was he with a pattern he 
had discovered in the rug. It was a ^beautiful pattern, 
rather wistful and sad, but full of important mean- 
ings, and he was in the process of interpreting it aloud, 
and being extraordinarily humorous about it, when 
he discovered that he was standing once again all 
by himself. The discovery tickled him afresh, and he 
burst out in a shout of laughter and seated himself 
upon the most meaningful part of the rug pattern 
to teach it a lesson. 

Then he felt a hand upon his arm and drifted 
obediently to his feet and allowed himself to be led 
into another room and sat upon a bed. There was a 
girl with him, quite a pretty girl, and he saw in her 
eyes a sort of love he had never known before, and 
which brought tears to his eyes. He was overcome 
by her devotion to him, and repa'd her by attempting 
to relate a funny story. Then his face was slapped, 
and he ,\eard a voice breathing, “Leave me go, Sand, 
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get hold of yourself, please, now — ” And he opened his 
eyes, no longer laughing, and looked into the face of 
Sara Gleize. 

“Feeling better?” she said to him. He wondered if 
he had fallen asleep. He felt heavy in body and mind, 
and deeply depressed. There was a movement behind 
him on the bed, and he became aware of another 
couple^, pressed together against the wall, asleep. The 
girl was almost naked. 

“You are not accustomed,” Sara Gleize said to him 
in English. “You have too much. When I bring you 
in here, you want to take my clothes.” She giggled. 
Sand, awake and sober behind his half-shut eyes, had 
the sense to keep silent until he retrieved his bearings. 
He saw that Sara Gleize had a glass in her hand and 
was very drunk. Situng there on the edge of the 
double bed, she swayed precariously and several times 
was forced to brace herself, hand on Sand's chest. 

“No good, tea parties,” she was saying. “The begin- 
ning is all right, but last time I have that depression 
after, and try to kill myself.” She spoke matter-of- 
factly, with clinical interest. “Here was a big Polish 
boy last week who kill himself. He has a big Dal- 
matian dog, and only for that dog, nobody know 
anything. He lock the door first, see, and everybody 
think he goes on a trip but the dog smell him dead 
in there, and scratch at the door maybe three or four 
days before the concierge look in . . .” Her voice 
drifted away, returned. "He was a very nice boy, I like 
him too. And there are many here who do the same 
thing any moment. They don’t know what they are 
doing in their # life, these people; they are afraid and 
lost. In Prague also we had them. Everywhere in 
Europe they are, all hiding together like this little 
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holes. They think they are really living, only they 
are really dying. Like me.” 

She shook her head, losing her balance once again 
and sprawling on top of Sand. He put his arm around 
her, and she whispered in his ear, "Not now. Sand. 
We go to my place.” 

“How long have you spoken English, Sara?”. 

“You like it?” She giggled, then frowned. “No, 1 
practise it only, to learn, you do not mind? It is 
American I speak. Everybody learn to speak American, 
because Americans have all the money. The cosh.” 
She giggled again. 

"Cash," he said. “What are you here for, Sara?" 

“I keep my eye on you.” She giggled without 
pleasure. 

“Is Rudi here?” 

“Rudi.” she said. “I do not know where Rudi is. 
I only talk to him on the telephone." 

“Do you know why I’m here?” 

“No.” 

“But I’m supposed to meet somebody?” 

"No.” She giggled again. “Somebody supposed to 
meet yop.” 

"I don’t understand.” 

"Somebody supposed to look at you, identify you. 
You are not supposed to do anything, except be with 
me at a quarter after twelve. Here we are. And now 
it is half after twelve.” 

“Is there somebody here now?” 

“Maybe he left already. I do not know which one 
it is. This kind of party, anybody comes, any reason. 
I tdl Rudi when a party is, and A he uses it the way he 
wants. I do not know who he will send. I only know 
you njfdst be careful of Rudi.” 
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Sand sat up on the bed, then made it to his feet. 
He helped Sara to a standing position. “Let’s get some 
air,” he said. 

“We go to my place,” Sara said. "We may as well 
make love as do something else.” Again she was 
matter-of-fact, not even cynical. 

"And how about Rudi?” 

"Rydi. I will tell you about this Rudi.” 

They crossed the outer room toward the hall. There 
was a silence in the place, though the people were 
still there, and a haze that settled over the still forms 
like smoke upon a ruin. Down in the street, they 
wandered through the maze, coming out at last op- 
posite the Jardin de Luxembourg. They traversed the 
boulevard and entered the rue Monsieur le Prince. 
In a little while he was helping her upstairs in a 
narrow building, relieved in his conviction that Rudi 
would not be here, had probably never set foot in the 
place, and had little interest in who did. 

“So you see what sort of man this is,” Sara was 
saying. She had been mumbling about Rudi all the 
way from the party. “That's why I told you be care- 
ful. I do not know what you are doing. But 1 never 
know Rudi to do nothing without something in it 
that I don’t approve. And when / do not approve, 
that is already something, I promise you.” 

Sand took her key and opened the door to the 
shabby room. It had a loose air of permanent negli- 
gence, and a bed that from the looks of it had never 
been made. Sara Gleize went directly to a cupboard 
and took out a bottle of cheap brandy, which she 
brought with her ta the bed. 

"All those* weeks, she sai<f, "sneaking about in 
that Hotel Victoire, and afterward too, living^in that 
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old bordel up there, my dear Rudi is telling me how 
hard he search every day for a solution to our problems 
and a good position. How did I know he cannot get 
an honest job even if he wishes to, not without papers, 
not in Pans. And that was his excuse, later on, but 
first I think he did not know it himself. He was just 
afraid, trying to fool everybody, even me. He did not 
look for a position. He did not do anything. All he 
did was sit on a bench in the Tuileries all day and 
cry, and whistle at the girls when he gets bored of 
crying I know, because his stories were silly after a 
while, and I began to follow him. He is just a little 
boy playing games, Rudi is, with, all those black 
suits and mysteries, and it was only time before he 
gets into his old ways again.” 

“What’s he up to now?" Sand asked. He was staring 
out into a faceless inner court, trying to picture a fat, 
tearful Rudi in the Tuileries. 

"I do not know. Anything that comes along, I 
think. He has some business getting American cars 
from Denmark into Spain — it was all mixed up with 
the Geneva currency exchange Then he has a trade 
in American passports. That did not last. Now he 
does a little of everything, and controls people. He is 
not a fool, that Rudi, he gets his finger into all the 
soups, and there are some lovely soups in Europe 
these days. And one of the best is this information- 
peddling, to the embassies and undergrounds. Maybe 
you are mixed up with that one, who knows?” 

Sara glanced at him without interest, seemingly 
surprised that he was in her room, as if she’d noticed 
him for the first tiipe. “Hav^. a drink,” she said 
politely, flourishing the bottle. She was 'still a pretty 
girl, mjach thinner now, with curious red-black hair, 
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white skin, and Slavic features. She offered him a 
coquettish smile, more out of habit, he felt, than 
desire. When he remained at the window, she shrug- 
ged her shoulders and went on talking, rambling, 
bitter, plaintive, her thickened voice losing half the 
words into her pillow. 

Sand listened to how Rudi had left her, had simply 
disappeared for weeks, and returned a wealthy citizen 
of Egypt. He was making provision for her too, he had 
said, and at last they would be married. But she knew 
he had done nothing for her at all, and would not 
marry her, and she decided the time had come to leave 
him. She had borrowed a little money, enough for 
this room, and left him her address in case he wanted 
to get hold of her. Now she worked as an artist’s 
model in the rue dc la Grande Chaumi&re, and did 
odd jobs for Rudi when he needed a woman for a 
particular purpose or, she implied to Sand, a par- 
ticular client. 

And before sinking into a stupor of misery, she 
raised her head and looked Sand in the face. “You 
may think,” she said, “that I am in a bad position to 
criticize Rudi. But I never know much better life than 
I am living now. I am not of good family like him, 

I am not intelligent like him. I was a prostitute when 
he found me and a prostitute when he left me. I am 
a prostitute now — ” She looked at Sand and shook 
her head. “You were a friend to us, I am not asking 
you for anything, only kindness. But it is a funny 
thing about Rudi. He is not really a bad man or, I 
should say, a bad little boy, for he is still a little boy. 
Only he blinds himself to what, he is doing so long as 
he can play his games and pretend he is fooling people. 
Otherwise he cries. And another funny thing^he has 



96 


Partisans 


never liked any women but prostitutes. He likes to 
dirty himself, Rudi. He is not healthy. But what I 
blame him Ifor only is persuading me to take that 
dance-hall job in Prague, for the money and inform- 
ation it would bring him, and the new black suit. He 
told me, you see, that if I did not report these people, 
somebody else would, and so it did not matter. He 
said that there is no right on either side — it is every 
man for himself in the modern world, he told me, 
and I was weak enough to listen to this. And I must 
live with what I did, and, even worse, I go on doing 
it for him here.” Sara was crying quietly. "You see, 
I am still in love with him, with the gentleman in 
him, with the Gleize family which was friend to the 
great Presidents. At the same time I hate him; I would 
kill him if I am stronger. Can you understand me, 
Barney ? I love him and I would like him dead. He is 
the bad habit that gives pleasure, then weakness, and 
then death.” Her eyes closed, and in a moment the 
bottle slid from her fingers and the brandy poured 
out across the flimsy rug upon the floor. 

Eyes still closed, she reached for it, but her fingers, 
yellow with nicotine, slipped weakly on the dark 
green glass of the empty bottle, which rolled away 
beneath her bed. Still she searched for it, fingers grop- 
ing through grey balls of dust. Sand was conscious of 
her effort but paralyzed by the inertia of its hopeless- 
ness. He made no attempt to help her. 

“It’s empty,” he muttered finally. 

The hand stopped moving on the floor. Then she 
rolled over very slowly and stared at him and started 
to shake her head, saying, “No# Barney, no, Barney, 
no. You stay away from Rudi, keep away from him; 
no matffler what he tells you, don’t believe it — please. 
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Barney, please. In some way he is selling you, do you 
understand? He sells everything, my Rudi — it is all 
he knows how to do — and it is no difference if what 
he is selling is not his.” She was still shaking her 
head, back and forth, back and forth, against the 
rumpled pillow. "One time I dreamed I was searching 
for him, and on a corner somewhere in the world 
I found him. He had a little kiosk, and he was selling 
lives, fn his hands they looked like artificial flowers. 
And I said, ‘Rudi, sell me back my life and I will go 
away forever,’ and he said, ‘You come too late, it is 
already sold, your little life.’ And I said, ‘Who did 
you sell it to,’ and he said, ‘I sell it to myself, I wear 
it in my lapel.’ And 1 looked and saw it hanging 
there, so old and faded.” 

She closed her eyes again and started to laugh, then 
stopped, weakly proffering her hand. “Lie down with 
me. Sand, be kind with me.” 

But there was no de r ire in that face of youth and 
infinite defeat, and he could not take advantage of 
her offer, of her cynicism. He had wanted her, wanted 
a love so meaningless as to shock him, by its very 
poverty, from the nihilistic mood of the strange past 
hours. He knew he had enjoyed himself, embraced 
the depravity, if depravity it was. For the people at 
the party had not seemed to indulge but, on the 
contrary, to deny themselves, as if, cut off by the 
modern world from all escape, they were left with- 
and were sufficiently demoralized to accept, some final 
inward retreat. But you, he accused himself, you were 
not retreating, your own indulgence was conscious, 
positive. 

“What ard you doing, Sand' what are you ^oing 
to do?" 
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But Sara’s voice trailed away again, and the hand 
fell, and her love was lost to him, and his to her. She 
was unconscious. He bent and kissed the pallid skin 
and went away. 
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L ISE met him, troubled, at the door, and he greeted 
her warmly and laughed at her innuendoes about 
4 his absence overnight. Yet he took more than 
casual interest in the possibility of a love affair, and 
a touch of her fingers to his throat set off a restless 
beating in his heart. But he was surprised when, the 
very next da>, she brought him his breakfast in bed. 
She wore her bathrobe with her usual negligence, but 
was fresh and carefully made-up, and she set down 
the tray before him in a manner that presented her 
perfume and her breasts to excellent advantage. 

“Olivier had to go out early,” she said, sighing, 
"and I feel lonely. I wanted to have breakfast with 
somebody, and you weren’t up yet. You aren’t angry, 
Bar-ney, that I’ve awakened you?” Until this morn- 
ing, she had always called him Sand. 

He shook his head, and she sank gracefully to the 
edge of the bed and gazed at him. Lise’s serene, semi- 
smiling innocence was arch, and at first he resented 
her, for himself and for Olivier. At the same time he 
wanted her badly and was unable to stifle a certain 
exultation when she smoothed in advance the path 
of his approach. For over their coffee, sighing, 
whispering in turn, she confessed what he had long 
since guessed, that sne and Olivier were not married, 
that she would never marry, since she felt that love 
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should be spontaneous, an expression of happiness 
shared with another person. She and Jacobi — But here 
she paused to vent that too-rich sigh of melancholy 
rapture peculiar to French women. 

“Love,” She breathed after a moment. "There are 
times when it seems as inevitable as air.” 

This piece of foolishness was too much for Sand, 
but his impulse to drive her away from the bed was 
subdued easily by the warmth of her thigh against 
his own. Upset and irritated with himself, he took her 
hand, a gesture she hastened to interpret as an act of 
love. She bent immediately and pressed her lips into 
his neck, as if overcome despite herself by such virility. 

“What are we up to?” he inquired of her ear, and 
her cheek drew back against his own. Why, she’s 
grinning like a goddam hyena, he thought, and fought 
to repress an angry laugh. 

“Are your intentions honourable. Monsieur le 
Due?" Her whisper teased the corner of his mouth. 

“No,” he snapped, “they’re too dishonourable even 
for me.” Yet he found himself too aroused to push 
her away. 

Lise stiffened at his words, then slowly sat up. She 
watched him a moment, then shrugged her shoulders. 
"Adieu,” she whispered enigmatically, and placing 
jam on a piece of croissant, popped it into her mouth. 

And seeing her eyes, he knew their moment had 
come and gone, that she was his no longer. And he 
was honest enough to realize that, regardless, he had 
betrayed Olivier, for her right and wrong were not 
his own. He had ceded his conscience, as it proved, 
for nothing. 

“Jacobi,” Lise reflected aloud, as if comparing his 
attitude favourably with Sand’s, "I remember — ” 
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"Where did you know Jacobi, anyway?” Sand de- 
manded, shifting restlessly in the bed. 

He glared as, chewing placidly on one croissant, 
then another, and interrupting herself from time to 
time to sigh romantically, nod philosophically, and 
lick jam from her fingertips, she recounted the de- 
tails of her affair with Jacobi — the most remarkable 
event* she impressed upon Sand, in her life, if not, 
indeed, in the recorded history of mankind. She had 
memorized every moment of it, real or imagined, and 
relived them aloud in a voice of such dramatic timbre 
as to move herself to tears and set the croissant 
crumbs to trembling on her nether lip. 

It appeared that Jacobi, after leaving Perpignan in 
1938, had journeyed west along the Pyrenees to the 
Atlantic coast, where he rejoined Marat at Hendaye. 
There they had awaited a third man, in the house of 
Marat’s friend, Olivier, near the beach. 

Marat himself had crossed the frontier from Spain 
with the help of Basque smugglers of the region who 
operated across the mountain passes and by sea, in 
blue tuna boats out of Saint-Jean-de-Luz. They con- 
trolled as well a certain minor traffic back and forth 
across the river mouth, between the clam-diggers on 
both sides. Mingling on the tidal flats of the river 
delta, they dealt in petty objects beneath the noses 
of the frontier guards at Fuenta Arabia. 

These diggers would lend their skiffs to Marat, who, 
with Jacobi, would row up the quiet Irgun River to- 
ward the foothills, in case their comrade was maroon- 
ed somewhere along the Spanish bank. This was un- 
likely, since the sentinel stations were scarcely a 
hundred yards apart, and the river was so narrow 
that even a wounded man could swim it if he, wished 
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to risk a shot, but it gave them something to do. And 
they would go sometimes in the tuna boats, fishing 
gradually south during the day and moving in off the 
Spanish shore at night, to pick up refugees. The fisher- 
men made a profitable double business, landing refu- 
gees on the steep coast above Hendaye on their way 
home to Saint-Jean-de-Luz. There was a beach there, 
hidden beneath the cliff, and Jacobi took to visiting 
it in the daytime. 

Lise at that time was engaged to Olivier and was 
staying with him at Hendaye. Olivier himself worked 
most of the day at his sculpture. Marat disliked the 
beach. He preferred to lounge indoors and read aloud 
. — to himself if nobody else was there to listen — or 
write dramatic manifestoes on various subjects per- 
taining to the Party. Marat’s voice was the prevailing 
force in the house, and a source of annoyance to 
everybody but himself. 

As for Jacobi, he had resented Lise at first, content 
to go by himself down the long sand of Hendaye and 
around the broken point wheie two rock towers stood 
apart from shore, and across the tide pools and warm 
flat boulders into the cove at one end of his own 
beach. When the tide was high there was a second 
route he liked as well, up over the sea fields that 
sloped to the edge of the cliff. One could lie there 
in the cool spring grass and stare straight down into 
a narrow grotto where the waves, sweeping in from 
the Atlantic, would plunge with a roar of self- 
destruction, sending their bright spray high in the air 
above the field of flowers. After crossing the point, he 
could descend to the i>each down a long precipitous 
sandbank studded with crippled cypress, and there 
remove his clothes and swim to the rock island. The 



Partisans 


103 


island protected his clumsy stroke from the motion of 
the sea, and he would rest on it, fresh from the cold 
June water. After those years in Spain, Lise said, nod- 
ding her head as one who knew, he badly needed this 
repose. 

It disturbed her slightly that he took no more 
pleasure in the company of the others, herself included. 
They ^eemed to annoy him and make him nervous, 
especially in their amusements. And because he could 
not seem to find companionship among them, he re- 
treated into solitude. Even Marat, his one friend, if 
he had a friend, whom he had soldiered with in 
Spain — even Marat, with the war and the cause at 
a distance, now seemed to irritate him. How easily 
had Marat cast away that heavy chain of months — 
this observation Lise recalled having been confided to 
herself — how readily had he dismissed each link of 
their defeat with dialectics. Dialectics were change- 
able, expedient, Jacobi had remarked, politically use- 
ful, no doubt, but then, politics were not truly his 
concern. 

Whereas Marat mouthed words, tasted them like 
a connoisseur, and when Jacobi pointed out their 
contradictions would only roar with laughter "That’s 
the beauty of them!” he would shout, and clap his 
sullen friend across the shoulders. “You’re a bourgeois 
at heart, mon capitaine Jacobi, you’re behind the times, 
you’re not at all adaptable, mon vieux.” 

But Marat, at worst, was only cynical. Jacobi re- 
spected him as a soldier and did not question the 
man’s usefulness to the Party. But Olivier — He made 
no secret of his contempt this gentle, uncom- 
mitted man, who paid lip service to Jacobi’s own ideals 
and to the Party, yet whose doubt about the,means 
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tainted every question, every attitude. The Party, 
Jacobi felt, had no place for such people. Yet Marat 
claimed that every man might in the end be useful, 
and though he conceded that Olivier would probably 
forsake the Party before very long — we intellectuals, 
Lise averred, were forced by conscience to quit the 
Party in 1939 — he was clearly very fond of him. Or, 
at least, he was amused by him, for Marat let fly his 
maniacal laughter every time Olivier opened his 
mouth, while Jacobi would only frown and crack 
his knuckles. 

Lise, of course, was devoted to Olivier and amused 
by him, but she felt a kinship with Jacobi in that she 
did not entirely share the constant nonsense of the 
other two. Like Jacobi, she felt obliged to glance from 
Olivier to Marat and back, as if in this way she might 
creep closer to the source of their amusement and 
have some of its warmth. Unlike Jacobi, she would 
finally find something to laugh at, and then he would 
gaze at her for several moments with those very cold 
black eyes, as if she were some sort of disagreeable 
exhibit. 

Here Lise paused, in awe of her own evocation 
Sand was touched by her artlessness, her impulsive 
vulnerability, and the big, generous tongue that seized 
on this moment of silence to venture out in search of 
croissant crumbs. Her soft moist brown eyes seemed 
no match for those eyes of Jacobi, deep black, and 
bright as lenses. And yet in her way, with that spongy 
resilience of innocence, she was invincible. 

Nevertheless, Jacobi was deeply attracted to her, 
Lise remarked, hurrying back tocher favourite theme. 
So was Marat. Marat never missed a chance to lay 
his haqjds on her, and flaunted his intent before Olivier, 
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yet all but Jacobi were aware that his overtures would 
come to nothing. Jacobi watched them in silence, con- 
demning Olivier for permitting such liberties to Marat, 
and staying away from her as much as possible. There 
was something of the puritan about Jacobi — or so it 
seemed to Lise, who could not otherwise account for 
his reserve in her direction. She recalled with remark- 
able precision those details of her person and appear- 
ance that contributed to the rout of that reserve, 
though needless to say she had not the slightest notion 
of encouraging him. 

One afternoon, having nothing better to do, she 
went for a walk over the cliffs, in the direction of his 
beach. From high above she could see Jacobi at the 
water’s edge He had started to undress. She was 
wearing, she recalled, a quite pretty blue frock, sil- 
houetted against her by the summer wind. When, 
glancing up, he saw her, she waved to him, then 
pretended to turn away , having no wish to intrude. 

In answer he pointed at his own route down the 
bank and came slowly to meet her at the bottom. She 
arrived scratched and breathless, laughing; but he did 
not laugh in return. “What are you doing here?” he 
asked. 

She cocked her head, a little hurt. “I’m sorry,” she 
said. “I was just out for a walk.” 

“It’s all right,” he said. 

“Obviously it isn’t.” She started back up the slope, 
but he came after her and took her hand. “I’m sorry,” 
he said. “You took me by surprise.” 

She descended again, and they walked along the 
beach. , , 

“You like it out here, don’t you?” Lise said*. “By 
yourself, I mean.” . 
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“Yes," he said. Jacobi was not shy, but a solitary 
man, out of practice in making conversation. Finally 
he said, “Did you bring your bathing suit?” 

"No,” she said. "Isn’t that stupid? I was in such a 
hurry that *1 forgot! And now I’m much too lazy to 
go back.” She looked at him. “But you go ahead; 
I’ll watch.” 

“I haven’t got one either,” he said. “I don’t usually 
need one.” 

“Go ahead anyway, I don’t mind. I’ll turn my head 
if you like.” 

He shook his head. “I don’t have to swim,” he said. 

“You Americans!" she teased him. “Look, I’ll make 
a bargain with you. We’ll both go.” 

“Naked?” 

“In our underthings.” 

“And Olivier?” 

“Why should he care? I’m over twenty; you must 
be nearly forty. We’re not virgins any more; we've 
got nothing to hide from each other.” She laughed at 
him, kicking off her shoes. 

“All right,” Jacobi said. The decision made, he un- 
dressed quiqkly to his shorts and waited for her at the 
edge of the water. “Do you want to swim to the 
island?” he asked, trying not to look at her. 

"Let’s.” She ran past him into the water — rather 
gracelessly, she recalled, since her hips even then were 
much too full (at this point Lise rose from the bed and 
did a pirouette for Sand, who obligingly denied it), 
wearing panties and brassiere, and the panties became 
transparent as she started to swim. 

He knew she knew .they were (transparent, and that 
he was watching her motion in the water, and was 
rather self-conscious for this reason. Then, for the first 



Partisans 


107 


time in her life, she heard Jacobi laugh. It was a 
mirthless laugh, and it upset her. On the island before 
him, she sat with her back to him, clutching her knees 
to her chest. He climbed out and lay down and 
watched her. Her back was brown and sparkling with 
water drops, but his gaze kept returning to a white line 
of flesh above the panties. 

“Tlje water’s cold,” she said. "It makes me tingle.” 

“Yes,” he said. They stared out across the sea- 
smoothed rocks at the quiet ocean. 

“It’s peaceful,” she said. 

“Yes,” he said. And as if to distract himself, he 
described to her the other side of the Atlantic, the 
fishing and swimming and sailing enjoyed by all 
Americans, talking on and on with the breathless en- 
thusiasm of a boy. When she interrupted, he lost the 
thread of what he was saying, so disturbed was he by 
the profile of her body. He fixed his eyes determinedly 
on her face, which at that time was really quite hand- 
some in a natural sort of way. In those days, Lise 
confided, her cheeks were round and rosy, and her 
smile displayed a pair of dimples quite well known in 
the area. 

Here Lise paused to giggle happily at her own 
vanity, and as her smile chanced to fall upon the 
lucky Sand, who lay now with his hands behind his 
head, the devastating dimples were revealed to him. 
A moment before, he had been struck and saddened 
by the realization that Jacobi’s Atlantic coast, de- 
scribed so enthusiastically to Lise, was none other than 
Sand’s own, as if the man had had no pleasant mem- 
ories to draw upon, apd knew happiness only second- 
hand. The dimples intruded on these reflections*, and 
at first Sand pretended not to notice. But LiseySmiled 
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on, relentless. Embarrassed for her, he saluted the 
dimples with exaggerated compliments until she pinch- 
ed him, delighted. Then he smiled to himself malici- 
ously, for where one of the dimples should have been 
there clung instead a bit of butter. 

Lise had resumed her account of her interlude with 
Jacobi, and was frowning in order to convey the 
seriousness of their discussion. 

“You’re a strange man,” she told him, "but not at 
all as Marat describes you. He says you are ruthless, 
harsh, that you find no horror in killing people.” 

“One gets hardened to everything sooner or later. 
I haven’t had time to give myself much thought in 
.these past years.” 

“Perhaps you come out here alone to think about 
it.” 

"Perhaps I do.” He watched her as she entered the 
water. She turned and caught him watching, he had 
no time to dissemble, and they both laughed quietly, 
swimming together toward shore. 

“It’s been too long. I’m afraid,” he muttered, and 
she answered, “Poor man,” with sympathy, but did 
not encourage him further. They dressed with their 
backs to each other and went on up the sandbank 
to the field. 

In the light of late afternoon the headland was very 
beautiful. From the cliff edge, where they stood, they 
gazed at the huge chateau on the hill to the east, at 
the dark green Pyrenees with their hint of rainbow 
to the south, to the far coast of Spain and the Atlantic, 
blue-black, north and west. The light was dramatic, 
as in a Romantic landscape, and Lise, remarking on 
it, exclaimed, “Poussin, or Watteau! Yes, that’s it, 
‘The departure for Cythera.’ ” She saw that Jacobi 
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did not understand. “It’s a painting,” she explained, 
"too good to be true, unreal. Cythera was Aphrodite’s 
island, a paradise. Now and again, for a brief moment 
like this, we get a glimpse of it on earth.” 

But he only stared at her, and she was not certain 
he had understood. 

They were going home across the headland, through 
the wild flowers in the sea field Lise bent to pick them, 
and as Jacobi watched her, sank down among them 
and closed her eyes. “It’s really too perfect,” she mur- 
mured. “I have to savour it a moment.” 

He stood above her, hands in pockets, then swiftly 
kneeled beside her. He made love to her. He was out 
of his senses moving through a dream, and though 
she resisted him she could not stop him, and he would 
have taken her by force if it had come to that, but 
it did not. In the end she succumbed as well as he, 
and held to him fervently until twilight came, when 
she began to cry. 

He was standing again, gazing down upon her. “I’m 
sorry,” he said, angry and ashamed. “If you wish, you 
can tell Olivier that I attacked you.” Jacobi had a 
tooth-for-tooth sense of justice and thought that this 
way she might revenge herself. And for her sake he ad- 
ded. “You’d only be telling the truth.” 

“That’s not so,” she whispered. "No, no, no, I am 
crying only because I am a hypocrite, Jacobi.” She 
indicated the fading scene around them with a dis- 
consolate wave of her hand. "It was wonderful, wasn’t 
it? Cythera. You mustn’t take that away from me 
as well.” 

They walked on j^owly, a distance between them, 
struggling to assimilate the experience. At the 'house 
they met Olivier, and became strangers, fa* apart. 
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Jacobi left the following morning for Paris and 
America. 

“And I have never seen him since,” Lise sighed, 
tears welling in her eyes, as if in this sad circum- 
stance lay the story of a broken life. 

“You didn't know him very long, then, did you?” 
Sand reminded her unkindly, impatient to get out of 
bed, to go to a cafe alone and piece together these 
new clues. 

Lise whirled on him, outraged. “Time is no measure 
of a love such as ours!” she cried with a hauteur 
intended to convey the distinction in her mind be- 
tween the forceful Jacobi on the sea cliffs of long ago 
and the lacklustre youth crouched back among the 
covers. 

“But you see, Lise,” Sand said after a moment, 
stung, “I am Olivier’s friend, and Jacobi was not.” 

She knew precisely what he meant and was, in fact, 
overwhelmed by the new drama — a lover’s sacrifice 
on the altar of pure friendship — magnifiquei Tears 
flew to her eyes once more, and embracing him pas- 
sionately, as if in final parting, she whispered. 
“Dear Bar-ney, you are right, we must not think only 
of ourselves. For Jacobi it was another matter, but 
for us — ” 

And, dissolved in noble grief, she fled the room, 
securing an orange from the table on the way. 

Sand lay laughing quietly in bed. But his laugh was 
soon angry and ended in a snort of impatience. He 
sat up violently. He was frustrated, and annoyed with 
Lise; but, more than that, he sensed a new object- 
ivity toward Jacobi, this jacobi t who could and did 
despiSb a gentle creature like Olivier, who could and 
did take Use by force — what sort of man was that? 
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And he didn’t want to be objective yet, nor until his 
search was over. It was one thing to seek someone in 
vain, quite another to go on seeking in the know- 
ledge that that someone was unworthy of the search. 
He shrugged the thought away, like cold. 

For Jacobi it was another matter, Lise had said. 
But was it really, was the man so different, then, from 
everybody else? Or was it that people, even people 
like his father — yes, and Lise, who had small reason 
to be grateful to Jacobi — were anxious to accord him 
the benefit of every doubt. Sand did himself, and 
always had. And why? 

He wanted more than ever now to see the man 
again. 
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T HE rain came down and down and down, and 
the days ran together like dirty water drops 
across the window. 

Sand felt caged in his proximity to Lise, who, used 
to him now, was casual in her dress and ways and 
treated him in all but one respect as if he were 
Olivier. He sat at the table, waiting, glaring at the 
wall. 

The man named Marat was clearly in no hurry to 

see him. Rudi had all but disappeared. And Jacobi. 

The journals including those serviced by Sand’s own 

agency, had now assumed, proclaimed, that he was 

dead, and the Party had not denied it in its usual 

violent manner, but said only, in a small official 

announcement, that members should pay no attention, 

for Jacobi was alive. It neither denied nor confirmed 

an alteration in his status. But Lise, among others, was 

certain the man was dead. 

“They are only seeking an excuse for announcing 

it to the rank and file; they cannot simply depose a 

man as popular as that without a good explanation.” 

Her voice broke with anger. “I am afraid you are 

waiting for nothing, my dear friend.” 

And Sand could not help agreeing with her. But 

still he waited, day after day, unable to believe that 

Rudi would not come and let him know. He did not 
€• 
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want to believe that Rudi himself didn’t know, and 
was avoiding him. 

But one night Olivier was waiting when he came 
in. "You must get some rest,” Olivier said. “We are 
leaving in the morning." 

“Where are we going?” 

“I am taking you to Marat," Olivier said. 

“And then what? Do I wait again?” Sand sat down 
and slowly shook his head. 

“I don’t know,” Olivier said, quite miserable in his 
inability to comfort. He sat there all the night with 
Sand, who, half asleep, refused to go to bed. In the 
morning he was weak and tired, and Olivier was 
forced to guide him down the stairs. 

It was cold in the streets, the first harsh day of 
October, and the air and the pale sunlight awakened 
Sand to his mission. He saw that Olivier was carrying 
his bag, and realized he had not said good-bye to Lise. 
Angry with himself, he blurted out, “Where are 
we going?” 

And Olivier smiled at him and said again, “I am 
taking you to Marat.” 

They were walking down the Quai des Grands 
Augustins toward Saint-Michel, and passed a pink build- 
ing which Sand, to his dismay, perceived was tilted out 
over the street. He pointed it out to Olivier, who laugh- 
ed and said, “No, you are not seeing things, and look, 
1 will show you something.” He led Sand to a ground- 
floor window and indicated a large unfinished figure 
in white marble. “It is a Rodin,” he whispered, "a 
real one. Just sitting there all by itself, with nobody 
to look at it or c£ye for it.” He shook his head. 
“But the building is really tilted, you know; you are 
not seeing things.” He turned to Sand and put his 
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arm across his shoulder. "Not that you should be- 
lieve everything you see, mon cher, you must judge 
carefully for yourself." He led Sand across the bridge 
to the lie de la Cit6 and the flower market, a bright 
oasis in the shadow of the Prefecture de Police. 

Olivier was as welcome here as elsewhere, and he 
knew most of the flower-sellers by name. He strode ex- 
pansively up and down the rows, strewing compli- 
ments and jokes, advising customers, adjusting stems, 
and telling Sand about the bird market, which re- 
placed the flower show on Sundays. 

“You have never seen such birds!” he exclaimed. 
“All colours, shapes, and songs. Why, there are birds 
here which can be seen no other place in the world ! 
You doubt me, my dear Sand ? You say that it is im- 
possible? Well, then, I will tell you the secret. They 
dye these birds, a lot of them — and how is one to tell ? 
Take a filthy sparrow off the street, dip the little 
fellow in a pot of paint, and what do you have? 
Why, you have the priceless Crimson Nightingale, 
from the Kerguelen Islands, for only nine thousand 
francs the pair! And you must only note, if you are 
naturally of a supicious nature, that these exotic 
creatures come from remote islands, where few have 
ever been, and are so rare as to be omitted from even 
the most comprehensive volumes of ornithology, and 
so delicate that they barely chirp, and die within the 
week, as further proof of authenticity. The dye is bad 
for Crimson Nightingales, you see, and one must 
replace them once a week, at only nine thousand francs 
the pair!" Olivier’s voice was one of mock astonish- 
ment, and he raised, his eyebrows at the flower- 
sellere as if they might share the guilt of their Sun- 
day brethren. "Why, I myself once purchased your 
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beautiful American Cardinal, but it moulted overnight, 
and when the feathers came in again I recognized it 
immediately as a countryman, and put it back in the 
Jardin de Luxembourg where it belonged.” 

Olivier laughed a little, despite his disapproval. “It 
is often like that in Paris,” he concluded. "The ob- 
vious beauty is so often false, and the true beauty is 
hidden away from the world, like that Rodin statue 
we glimpsed a little while ago. These flowers, for 
example, their lustre is already artificial because they 
are already dead, as the customer will learn within 
a very short time. So that this market is typical of 
Paris, gay and undependable. The city has no ethics, 
true or false: it is not even particularly French. It is 
a world market place swarming with internationals, 
rich and poor, good and bad; there is something here 
for everyone on earth. That is the reason it is so 
important, for everything has happened here, and any- 
thing can happen. In Paris one lives always in the 
present, for one’s past and one’s future have little 
meaning.” 

Sand nodded, groping for Olivier’s point and its 
importance to his welfare. He recognized the other’s 
kind intent in leading him here, in affording him a 
balancing force for whatever lay ahead. And he wanted 
to linger a little longer, absorbing the bright, warming 
colours of the flowers and the pure odour of their 
loam, reminiscent of days of faraway summer, shim- 
mering in the distance of his memory. Among these 
cheerful faces, high-coloured from the country, he 
fancied himself a part of a healthy pageant — he was 
one of them, a man ^mong other men. He wanted to 
stroll back down the banks of plants, and listen to 
Olivier and the laughter in their wake, and feel identi- 
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fied with joy again, as Olivier had guessed he needed. 
And he wanted to clasp Olivier’s hand and get across 
to him how much his friendship meant. 

Instead they turned from the flower market and 
went away around the corner, where the city opened 
out again, its reality grey beneath the high facade of 
Notre Dame. Drab pigeons swirled the sooty air and 
landed, grumbling, and from the meagre trees along 
the quai the yellow leaves fell silently, relentlessly. 

“Olivier, tell me,” Sand said, pausing. “What is 
your frank opinion of Jacobi?” 

“My frank opinion is not necessarily an honest 
one.” Olivier, who had been singing to himself, lifted 
his shoulders in a heavy shrug. “One must respect a 
creature of the sort, but one is not forced to like 
him." 

“You do respect him, though.” 

“Well, in a way I do. I have the feeling, though, 
that if I were a less ordinary man perhaps I wouldn’t. 
Jacobi appeals to the ordinary man because he has the 
courage to be honest and unselfish to the point of 
ruthlessness. He says and does precisely what he be- 
lieves, he stands up to authority, majorities, anything 
that gets in his way. For that reason he is a sort of 
folk hero, even to people who disagree with every- 
thing about him, like myself. I suppose people need 
to feel that man is capable of any action he believes 
in, and cling to the few who are. And, however he got 
that way, Jacobi is no fanatic and no fraud. But for 
all these reasons, and because he has no humour, he 
is dangerous. He is too strong for other men to live 
with, tolerate, which is why, likj all strong creatures, 
he is punished for his strength when he grows weak.” 

The); were walking on across the Place de Notre- 
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Dame. “Jacobi is rare even in the Party,” Olivier 
continued, musing. “There are other incorruptibles — 
many of them — but they are largely uneducated men 
among the rank and file. Then there are the incor- 
ruptibles like me, who are treated with contempt by all 
the others.” Olivier laughed aloud. “We joined because 
we hated world injustice, becadse we were emotional 
and sensitive. We are the ones who quit with a scream 
of disenchantment. Then there are the Marats, the 
theorists. They are often the revolutionary fanatics, 
and are almost always neurotic in some way, or frauds. 
I don’t think Marat is a fanatic, but he is certainly 
a fraud, which is why I prefer him to Jacobi — 1 can 
understand a fraud, he shares our mortal failings.” 
Olivier laugheci again. “Why, Marat’s name isn’t 
Marat at all; he is really of the nobility. He suffers 
from the guilt of wealth, like so many of their theo- 
rists. But he’s a man of the people now, clothes, accent, 
and all. He’s brilliant, which Jacobi is not, and he’s 
courageous, and he has humour.” 

“Don’t most people?” 

“Not in the Party, I’m afraid. They take themselves 
too seriously. The workers are all right, the Party is 
only a sort of church for them, but the rest — well, 
they’re apt to be misfits for the most part, especially 
the women. My God, they’re an ugly lot, those Party 
women! I kept feeling that that was why they were 
in the Party in the first place, that was their grudge. 
And those swarms of eager little men were stupefying 
— they all looked constipated or something. 

“Not Marat, though,” Olivier concluded. "He’s most 
persuasive.” This last remark held a note of warning 
that his smile did ndt conceal.' 

They returned to the Left Bank across the bridge that 
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led to Saint-Julien-le-Pauvre. The quarter was old and 
cramped, unfamiliar to Sand, who, trailing Olivier 
along its narrow sidewalks, suffered a first feeling of 
entering an impasse. He felt trapped some minutes 
later when Olivier paused on a corner and turned to 
him, hand outstretched. 

“Well, we are here. I’m afraid,” he said ambigu- 
ously, and placed his other hand on Sand’s tense 
shoulder. He nodded at the shop front of a bookstore 
so littered with posters and announcements of all kinds 
that its dark interior was scarcely visible. “You will 
ask them for Marat,” Olivier said. “Good luck to you.” 

Sand said nothing in response, but watched his 
friend move away around the corner. “Good-bye,” he 
called then, "thanks very much;” but there was no 
answer, and he turned in time to glimpse a face ob- 
serving him through the littered window of the shop. 
Its eyes turned away, and two hands appeared above 
the window sill, adjusting magazines. 



10 


A LONE on the windy corner with his suitcase. Sand 
fought an impulse to retreat, and drove himself 
L to the door of the shop. Its handle did not work, 
but spun aimlessly in his hand. Then the door opened 
from the inside, and a cat stepped out and rubbed 
itself against his leg. Its master, a gaunt, mournful 
man in a green turtle-neck sweater, waited in silence 
for Sand to speak. His hollowed face wore a suffering 
expression that seemed self-conscious, and even his 
trousers and sweater had an affected air of poverty, 
more torn than filthy, more wrinkled than worn. 
"Monsieur Marat?” Sand said. 

“No,” the man said, glancing up and down the 
street for no apparent reason, then stepping back be- 
hind the door. “Come in,” he added in a voice thick 
with tragedy and significance, and a cold in the head. 

Behind Sand the door closed quietly, and the man 
said, “Marat comes here once a day. Do you want to 
wait for him?” But he seemed to know that Sand had 
little choice in the matter, for he motioned him to a 
seat atop some books without waiting for an answer 
and disappeared through a narrow aperture in the rear 
of the room. There came the sound of stifled voices, 
like the passage of rats in the wainscoting, and then 
there was silence. S?md, lightrtig a cigarette, .was 
startled by the sound of the match. 

1 19 
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He took advantage of his solitude to inspect the 
place. Its inside was a rag-tag heap of disarranged 
books, magazines, and pamphlets flowing out of make- 
shift shelves onto makeshift chairs and benches, topped 
here and there with dirty coffee cups, ashtrays, and 
oddments of all kinds. The window was devoted to 
posters announcing art exhibitions, political rallies, 
and mixed opinions on the state of the world, almost 
all of which were outdated. It permitted just enough 
light to read by if one leaned toward it. There was, 
besides, a light bulb naked on the ceiling, but it was 
brown with insects, and its glow so feeble that one 
could not tell before twilight whether it burned or 
not. The room itself, much too small for its contents, 
seemed a barricade of momentous ideologies now shot 
to pieces and left for dead by the world without. Its 
books and pamphlets, though concerned with modern 
politics, fretted over the contradictions of day to day 
Each cancelled out the rest, and the effect of the entire 
collection was one of too-early antiquity, a waste of 
confetti in empty avenues when the parade has gone. 

Jacobi’s simple theories, Sand thought, were refresh- 
ing by comparison. 

The inhabitants of the inner room, where he ventur- 
ed late that afternoon, sat in darkness like dusty moths, 
as if dependent for their nourishment on the hoard 
of mental refuse cached around them. Sand had come 
to inquire after Marat, and the shopkeeper said, 
“Marat wants very much to see you; he will come 
before too long.” He did not reveal the source of this 
information, or offer further conversation. Sand stood 
for a moment, at a loss. His ^yes were adapting to 
the gloom, and he saw a kerosene stove, a littered 
desk, §nd two iron cots, and smelled human company 
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long before he made it out. They materialized one by 
one, four of them in all, in various postures upon the 
cots, yet he could not locate another door through 
which they might come and go. 

"We take turns on the cots,” the shopkeeper mut- 
tered, and fingered his thin wrist. He presented three 
men and a girl, who, in the gloom, was only dis- 
tinguishable from the emaciated men in that she did 
not need a shave. "This is Monsieur Sand,” the shop- 
kdSteg said, thereby revealing his knowledge of Sand’s 
idemSS«|, and the girl vented a small sound vaguely 
reminiscent of laughter. 

Sand returned to the front of the shop and waited. 
But Marat did not come that evening, nor the next day, 
nor the next, and on the fourth day Sand lost heart 
and prepared to leave. He was rumpled and dirty from 
sleeping on a bench, and sick of the greasy bites he had 
gulped down twice a day in a nearby cafe, and angry 
at the refusal of these strange people to have anything 
to do with him. But the shopkeeper seemed to guess 
his intent, appearing suddenly with a cup of coffee 
for his guest. Sand sat down tiredly and sipped at the 
coffee, which was thick and cold and had too much 
sugar in it, and wondered what was happening to 
him. 

He knew now that it was only to stave off an early 
admission of failure that he had come at all. Hadn’t 
he realized even before leaving Olivier that Jacobi was 
lost to him? And even if Jacobi was not dead, what 
possible reason could the Party have for awarding 
him. Sand, an admitted representative of the Western 
press, an interview? And Marat. He could not even 
be sure that such a lAan existed, and if he did, .then 
what was the delay, why did they keep him waiting 
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everywhere? It seemed to Sand that he had been duped, 
led up a blind alley and deserted, for there was no logic 
anywhere in the picture. Yet he could not reconcile 
this decision with his knowledge of Rudi Gleize, who 
did not act without a purpose, and with the affirm- 
ation of Marat’s existence by Lise and Olivier — though 
of course they might be part of the conspiracy. But 
then, what would make them all take so much 
trouble? He had no choice but to wait a little longer, 
to wait, to wait, as it now seemed to him he had 
waited all his life: for graduation from school, for 
enlistment in the army, for combat that never came, 
for the war to end, for college to end, for promotion 
in two jobs he did not want, for a love that did 
not exist — waiting for a raison d’etre which never 
arrived because he could not recognize it. 

Self-doubt, spawned by low morale, ate raven- 
ously at his courage. Fighting it, he would curse him- 
self aloud and leap to his feet like a man afraid of 
freezing in his sleep. Then he would wander to the 
window, and from the dirtied, dim reflection of his 
face, wan, hollow-eyed, irresolute against the back- 
ground of the street and of the world, draw the angry 
self-contempt that kept him going. 

Then Marat came. Sand did not recognize him at 
first, though he had been certain he would know him 
immediately. The man entered the shop early in the 
morning and sat himself down among the books op- 
posite Sand, who was very much aware of him, not 
only because customers here were so very rare, but 
because the man himself was of such bizarre ap- 
pearance. He was very tall and thin, with a huge 
cres; of wild black hair, a blirid eye that stared up- 
ward at the ceiling, a right nostril scarred and nar- 
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rower than the left, and a very wide mouth which 
hung in a sort of smile. His expression, ferocious, was 
underlined by a thin black beard. 

The man seemed quite conscious of his own ap- 
pearance, for, catching Sand staring at him, he burst 
into raucous laughter and shouted out, “You look like 
you’d seen the devil incarnate, but you haven’t you 
know v it’s another wretch just like yourself!” He eyed 
SandVconfusion with cool belligerence, and for the 
rest of that day observed with pointed interest every 
movement Sand made, so that the latter was ill at ease 
despite himself, and smoked too many cigarettes. Un- 
der this stranger’s gaze his position appeared to Sand 
more preposterous than ever. He could not concen- 
trate on the Part, text he had been reading and finally 
was forced to meet the other’s stare. 

Unlike those of the shopkeeper, the man’s clothes 
were worn and clean. He had a loud blue woollen 
scarf and a corduroy jacket and even a complete set 
of buttons. But his skin was stale with bad food, and 
his hair dull and damp, and his eye too bright. Sand 
guessed that the privation was his own doing, less 
asceticism than lack of interest, but not the result of 
straitened means. The man's wild appearance might 
be affected, but not entirely so. He seemed to radiate a 
feverish energy, to be constantly on the point of 
leaping into action of some extraordinary dimension, 
which might end with a shout of laughter, an obscene 
curse, a blow, the choice dependent on a whim no 
average man could understand. Yet he only crouched 
there, watching Sand, .until finally the latter felt com- 
pelled to say, "Is there something 1 can do for you?” 
He still did not realije he was facing Marat. 

“Yes/’ the other said delightedly, as if this were just 

1 
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what he had waited for. But he gave no explantion, 
and finally Sand said, “Perhaps you would tell me 
what it is?” 

“No, I won’t,” the stranger retorted. “It’s none of 
your business.” His face darkened with displeasure, 
then cleared again. “Do you understand what you are 
reading?” he asked Sand. 

“I think so. It deals with the Party.” 

"It’s out of date. You’re wasting your time. Here, 
read this instead.” The man sprang to his feet and 
rooted furiously into the pile of books he had been 
sitting on, scattering them all over the room, and 
coming up at last with a single volume. He held it 
for a moment in his hands, then tossed it violently at 
Sand, who caught it clumsily against his chest. The 
stranger stalked out of the shop. 

He returned the next morning. "What did you 
think of the book?” he said to Sand. 

“A lot of it seems self-evident,” Sand admitted. “I 
mean, the idea that the people are being educated to 
expect more from life than mere existence and cannot 
be stopped from taking it. There can’t be much quarrel 
wjjii that,” 

<fll Of course there can. Haven’t you heard that the 
people’s rebellion is encouraged and exploited by the 
Party for political purposes?” The big face twisted 
sardonically. 

“I don’t think politics have too much to do with 
it. The principle is true of the poor in every country, 
it has nothing to do with nations, not at base.” 

The other hurled himself backward onto a heap of 
books and stretched out flat, his head propped against 
the wall. He studied Sand for *a moment before he 
said qpite calmly, “You sound like poor old Jacobi. 
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You are too stupid to have followed the political 
developments, you are still in the primer stage.” 

“And what are the political developments you think 
are so important, monsieur — I don’t think you gave 
me your name.” 

"No, I didn’t,” the man said rudely. 

“So Jacobi’s crime is that, then? An interest in 
people rather than politics?” 

“Crime? I said nothing about a crime.” He smiled, 
placing clasped hands upon his stomach. “But he can’t 
think any further than the people. The Party is in- 
ternational, and its plans are long-range. Jacobi is an 
obstructionist; his views are archaic.” He smiled again. 
“Or so I’ve heard.” 

“You think mat’s sufficient reason to depose him. 
Monsieur Marat?” Sand was surprised by the calm- 
ness of his own voice, for the other’s identity had 
occurred to him only a moment before. 

“It’s not a question of what I think. Monsieur 
Sand.” Marat pronounced the name with irritation, 
sitting up but made no further reference to Sand’s 
discovery, and continued to speak as if nothing had 
changed in their relationship. “I have nothing to do 
with it.” He made the confession an enigmatic one, 
vaguely creditable to himself. "It happens that I was 
a very close friend of Jacobi.” 

"Was a very close friend?” 

“Yes.” 

“Does that mean he is dead?” 

“No.” 

“You mean her has become an obstructionist, what- 
ever that means, and therefore you are no longer his 
friend.” 

“If you like.” 
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"Perhaps you are afraid to be his friend?” 

"If you like.” Marat’s voice was metallic, mono- 
tone. He seemed to be thinking of something else. 

“If you are not afraid, then may I ask what your 
opinion is?” 

“Yes, you may.” 

“But you won’t tell me.” 

“You are very intelligent, Monsieur Sand, you 
learn very quickly. You are also very tiresome.” Marat 
rose and went to the door. 

Sand followed him into the street. “Are you 
coming back?” he asked. 

“Of course,” Marat said, contemptuous. “What 
would you do otherwise, Monsieur Sand? Isn’t it 
Marat you were looking for?” 

"Then why didn’t you tell me who you were?” 

“What does it matter what I call myself? Do you 
know who I am either way?” Marat accepted Sand’s 
silence as a victory for himself and said, “Now why do 
you want to see Jacobi?” 

“I used to know him.” 

“I used to know all sorts of people.” 

“Well, I’m a newspaperman. It would be inter- 
esting to talk to him. And I have a personal interest 
too." 

“I’m sure of it.” Marat belched, more coarsely than 
seemed necessary. “All right, then,” he said, "we’ll 
let you see him.” He seemed suddenly elated, and 
dismissed Sand’s further attempts at conversation with 
impatient shrugs and grimaces, intent on some thought 
process of his own. 

In, the days that followed, however, nothing was 
done to bring Sand closer to Jacobi. Marat came and 
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went infrequently, and the people in the shop took 
no more notice of Sand than they had before. 

The wind outside made the window shake, and 
Sand watched the sky sink low over the litter of 
crouched buildings, as if it might founder of its own 
grey weight. Unlike the poor in Olivier’s area, the 
people here were apathetic, spent, moving slowly 
downtthe street on quests which they appeared to 
know would come to nothing. He fretted dully, in 
abstract irritation. True, the search was going forward, 
step by uncertain step, but it was no longer under his 
own direction. He wondered if he had ever controlled 
it at all, or if he had only been controlled by it. He 
felt himself a prisoner, not of the bookshop, nor even 
of Marat, but of himself, of some fatuous diehard 
hope of man. 

At the next chance he demanded of Marat, “What 
are you waiting for? Why did you have me come 
here?” and because he spoke so rarely these days his 
voice broke on a high note, as in alarm. 

“The place is useful for making contacts, it is so 
anonymous. Why?” he inquired, whirling upon Sand. 
“Aren’t you interested in these creatures here? They 
are fantastic. They lie in there waiting like so many 
sick cats to see which way to jump, and no matter 
which way the world goes will count for nothing. 
They regard themselves as non-partisans, philosophers, 
transcending the stinking strife, but they are lampreys 
dragging from the people’s belly, the filthiest of all 
filth!” 

He jumped to his feet. “The people! Stinking, yes, 
but a healthy stink, at least!” His voice had mounted 
to a shout, and he sh6ok his haflds violently in fund’s 
face, as if he might strangle him. “I am the people! 
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Look at me. Sand, and remember! I am noisy and 
vulgar and stupid and shrewd, and I am dangerous! 
I will not be denied; I am too strong, do you under- 
stand, too hungry ! I am neither good nor bad, I have 
a strong eye and a blind eye, white teeth and rotten 
breath, a land heart and a cruel spleen ! I am god and 
devil, animal and spirit, genius and bloody jackass! 
And I am capable of anything, absolutely anything, 
so long as 1 am alive, do not forget it!” 

Sand, backed against the wall, was moved despite 
himself by the articulate fire of this man and repelled 
at the same time by his black-and-white simplifi- 
cations, by his distillation of the people within himself. 
The outburst recalled Jacobi’s harsh statement of faith, 
so long ago in Perpignan, in that both men had become 
angry in the process. But Jacobi had been prodded 
into speaking out, whereas Marat had pounced upon 
an opportunity. Jacobi’s anger, directed at society, had 
been spontaneous, whereas the rage of Marat, if Olivier 
had been right about his ancestry, seemed grandilo- 
quent, a practised piece of showmanship directed at 
Sand alone. Still, there was something of Jacobi here 
in the tones and rhythms, the tense incantations of the 
hands — with the difference that Marat, whatever the 
depth of his feelings, enjoyed the role, even caricat- 
tured it. 

Now he was glaring ferociously through the win- 
dow, breathing noisily and grinding his hands to- 
gether. “Yes,” he muttered, “I think I will show you 
the people, and then you will see. They are contempt- 
ible,” he added, whirling to face Sand once more, “but 
you will have contempt for therq only at your cost ! ” 

"Why are you shouting at me?” Sand said. “I only 
asked you why you brought me here. I want to know 
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why you’re making me wait. Why don’t we go straight 
to Jacobi and have done with it?” 

“Never mind, never mind! I told you you'd see 
him, and you will!” 

Sand wanted to ask, What’s in this for the Party; 
what possible use am I to you? But he only said in 
irritation, “And I don’t agree that the people are con- 
temptible. We are all human animals together, in the 
end.” 

“Human animals! What do you know about human 
animals, an imbecile like you ! ” Marat was beside him- 
self anew. “I’ll show you human animals. I’ll show 
you Jacobi’s noble people, the real people, and then 
we’ll see how smug you are, you parasite!” Marat 
ground his teeth in the passion of his fury, then 
burst into a roar of laughter without changing his 
expression. “We’ll take a tour of Paris, lovely Paris, 
you and I. You’ll find it edifying, I promise you.” 

"All right,” Sand said. "When do we leave?” 

Marat raised his eyebrows, mistaking Sand’s be- 
wilderment for complacency, but did not speak 
further. He answered Sand’s question with laughter 
at the back of his throat before disappearing into the 
back room of the shop. From there he shouted, some 
moments later, the single word, "Tomorrow!" 



S AND had no idea that from the very beginning 
of his search for Jacobi he had been followed. 
He found out through Marat, who returned for 
him that same evening after dark. 

“I’ll leave first,” Marat said. “You wait ten minutes, 
then go out and take the first street to the right. At 
the corner go left, then left again, until you are back 
on this street, where, turning right, you will walk 
on slowly until I join you, understand?” 

“I thought we were leaving tomorrow,” Sand said. 

"I know you did,” Marat said. “That’s why we’re 
leaving tonight.” 

“Oh,” Sand said. He spoke sarcastically, but he did 
not feel sarcastic. Marat’s refusal that afternoon to 
say why they did not go straight to Jacobi had con- 
firmed a new suspicion. Sara had been right, and he 
should have realized it from the start. Rudi Gleize had 
sold him to the Party, and the Party thought him 
important, for otherwise why would a man like Marat 
be assigned to him? As for making him wait, he 
thought, it must be a matter of timing. Clearly this 
timing had to be precise and, since they had waited so 
long, was probably dependent on some circumstance 
beyond their control. T?iat circumstance was imminent 
now,* and afterward — what became of him afterward ? 
No, fiarney, no, Barney, no. You stay away from 
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Rudi, keep away from him ; no matter what he tells 
you, don’t believe it — please, Barney, please. In some 
way he is selling you, do you understand ? 

Marat eyed him from the doorway. “I'll be watch- 
ing you,” he said, "in case you become confused, my 
friend, and go in the wrong direction.” 

Ten minutes, Sand thought. If I turn left and run — 
No, I’m losing my nerve. I’ve got to get hold of 
myself. If only I hadn’t had to wait so long, had so 
much time to worry. 

The swirling night, refracting the city lights, was 
misty purple, like bad amethyst. He turned to the 
right and around the block, as directed, and went 
on walking. This was a market area, shuttered in 
iron. There were grilles on the shop windows, and 
heavy padlocks on the grilles. Clip, clap, clip, clap, 
rang his heels, the sound imprisoned in the street. 
Barney Sand — Paris, T953, he thought, remembering 
his book, and tried to smile. Over the door of a horse 
butcher a pigeon perched on the gilt head of a horse 
and ruffled its feathers at the fog, and far ahead of 
him toward the river a figure angled out across an 
intersection and disappeared. 

No, Barney, no, Barney, no. 

There was nothing behind him, nobody. But around 
the next corner Marat waited, leaning on the side- 
street wall. He beckoned to Sand, then seized his arm 
and led him swiftly into a small bistro several doors 
beyond. They took a table in the corner. 

"Who is it?” Marat asked. They ordered calvados. 

“Who?” 

“Come on! Who’^followingtvou?” 

"I don’t know. Did you see somebody?” 

“He followed ycfti around that block — pyt way 
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around, that is, because then he smelled the trap and 
went on straight ahead.” Marat drained his glass and 
wiped his open mouth with the back of his big hand. 
"So you telephoned, did you? Why did he come to- 
night ?” * 

"I didn’t telephone. Who’d want to follow me?” 

Marat snapped a wedge of wax from the drippings 
of a candle in a wine bottle. “What do you take us 
for, a pack of idiots?” Yet he was not angry. He was 
smiling feverishly, excited, like a child absorbed in a 
game. 

They spent the night there on two benches in a 
side room, rising before light and walking to the river 
and across a bridge that Sand had never seen. For days 
they wandered through the city, sleeping in cafes, 
theatres, prostitutes’ hotels, and once in the hay of a 
farm truck that had broken down at the city markets. 
Wherever they went, Marat was known, and paid 
for little. He affected his customary boredom, but in 
fact enjoyed their pilgrimage, and augmented his 
pleasure by pressing Sand’s nose in passing, to the 
underbelly of the city — the human swamp, he called 
it, laughing savagely yet with curious compassion, 
discussing tne people in theatrical tones, with meaning- 
ful tosses and shakes of his shaggy head, only to howl 
with amusement when Sand took him seriously, curs- 
ing crazily and coughing. And Sand walked with him 
in silence, absorbing everything he heard and saw, 
aisranging and rearranging the puzzle of odd parts 
that littered his tired mind. 

Nothing was done about their pursuer, whom Sand 
himself had noticed njw. It was always a different 
persop, trailing them txillfully, Ceaselessly, remaining 
always on the opposite side of* the street and far 
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behind, and disappearing every little while to be re- 
placed by another. Yet all shared a similarity which, 
though he could not define it, led him at last to the 
conviction that all of them were one. The difference 
was the newspaper, the missing tie, the turned-up 
collar, the turned-down hat, the eyeglasses, the over- 
coat worn like a cape or carried, the way of walking, 
and Other devices, in endless combinations. 

“He’s good," Marat said one day. “Very good. If 
I hadn’t trapped him that first evening, 1 might never 
have spotted the surveillance.” 

“What good has it done you ? He’s still there.” 

“Yes, he is. But I can get rid of him when the time 
comes.” 

They were eating casse-croute in a cafe near the 
markets. A man paused opposite, in a doorway, face 
averted. Marat was discoursing on the prostitutes of 
Les Halles, their shocking old age and methods and 
the pathos of their noonday love with the butcher 
boys and peasant farmers in from the country with 
their produce, but at the sight of the man he went 
to the door. The man moved away down the street. 
Marat stared after him until he was out of sight. “He's 
damned good,” he muttered, “but he doesn’t know we 
know.” 

A huge whore garbed in fuchsia took the man’s 
place in the doorway, in ambush like a spider in its 
cranny. And she was successful even before they left 
the cafe, preceding a covert man in rough countty 
clothes into an anonymous entry near at hand. 

“The people at play,” Marat remarked. “Come, 1 
will show you the people at v^ork, since you seem so 
interested in God's image.” Hr shouted good-bye to 
the other customer#, who shouted sourly in^return. 
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then glanced with suspicion at one another as if their 
shouts had somehow made them vulnerable. They had 
not said a word while Marat and Sand were present. 

"Friendly, aren’t they?” Marat grinned, outside. 
“But you must be polite to strangers here, for the 
worst cut-throats in Paris make this area their head- 
quarters, and they are very particular about good man- 
ners, especially when they are drinking. Sometimes 
they go in pairs, to keep from feeling lonely, but 
they’re a solitary lot, and very bitter about such 
bourgeois as yourself.” 

He glanced at Sand, who shrugged. “Alas,” Marat 
intoned more loudly, “the criminal is only a poor 
unfortunate corrupted by bourgeois greed and turned 
against his noble fellows.” Marat enunciated the jargon 
with relish, in a way that suggested that Sand was too 
naive to share his joke and should understand it lit- 
erally. Sand, sensing this, could not bring himself to 
smile. He was dirty and tired and wanted more than 
anything to bathe and sleep. But Marat kept him 
walking, walking, night and day, and effectively pre- 
vented him from doing either. "Come along, come 
along!” he. would say every time Sand dozed, “we 
have to go immediately ! ’’ But he never said why they 
were going, and they never seemed to reach a desti- 
nation. 

Sand could not think clearly any more, and, though 
he suspected that Marat was wearing him down on 
purpose, he wandered after him, too stubborn to com- 
plain. 

They journeyed north on the Boulevard Sebastopol 
toward the Gare de l’Est, and by mid-afternoon had 
left tjye Faubourg Sain<*Martin ana were walking along 
the canal. The area was oppressive, more resigned 
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than poverty-stricken, as if its natives had exchanged 
the aspirations of the very poor for this bleak limbo 
beyond the slums — vast stretches of hardcaked barren 
lots, and forlorn trees still standing here and there, like 
weary sentinels. ' 

Even Marat was subdued, picking his way along 
and poking at rubbish with a stick, as if searching the 
area for signs of life. The canal itself was grey and still, 
and, unique among municipal waters, held no attract- 
ion for children. Only, far behind them, an old man 
made his way along, and once a stoned dog darted out 
of a silent street and skirted past, its nails clicking 
thinly on the concrete, too used to abuse even to 
whine. 

Sand spoke once all afternoon. "Are we going to 
Jacobi now?” he said. 

“To the abattoirs,” Marat replied, “to see the people 
at work.” They were standing by a sullen pool where 
the Canal Saint-Denis joined the Bassin de la Villette, 
and Marat pointed. “Over there, to the right, is where 
the livestock are sold, and there across the canal is 
where they are slaughtered. You will find it interesting, 
1 think.” He turned and gazed back in the direction 
from which they had come. Sand, turning with him 
saw the promenading old man stoop to retrieve some- 
thing on the ground, then hobble off into a side street. 

“He has had a long walk, our old man,” Marat 
remarked. % 

They went west toward the Porte de la Villette. 
There, in one of the numerous noisy bistros opposite 
the abattoirs, Sand drank himself into a stupor. He did 
it on purpose, with *an eye t<\fhe oblivion of sleep. 
Swaying by one hand from the zinc rail of the bar, he 
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smiled softly to himself, overcome by the craftiness 
of his plan. 

“I’m going to lie down,’’ he informed Marat. "Right 
here on the floor, at the people’s feet.” 

“Come‘on," Marat said. “I’ll walk you around a 
little.” 

“You’ve walked me to hell and back,” Sand said. 
“You’ve broken my spirit, that’s all. You see before 
you — ” 

“Listen, my friend, if you want to see Jacobi you’d 
better do as I say.” 

"Listen, my friend, if you want me to see Jacobi 
you’d better take me there while I’m still stupid 
enough to go. And meanwhile I’m planning to lie 
down. I’m swooning dead away, in fact — ” 

Marat dragged him to a table by the wall and rolled 
him under it. Sand had a dim impression of shifting 
lights and the smell of sawdust and stale wine and a 
one-eyed, bearded demon who came and went and 
wrenched him from his sleep. 

The dawn was drab and cold, and damp in the 
bone-baring way of Paris. Crossing with Marat to the 
abattoir gate, Sand shivered inside his turned-up collar 
and puffecf at his cigarette without taking his hands 
from his pockets He felt weak and filthy and sick — 
and uneasy, less at the prospect of what he was to 
see than about Marat’s attitude in showing it to him. 
as if some dark secret of humankind was to be 
revealed. 

They went first across the canal to the livestock 
shed, an enormous structure, open at the sides, which 
sheltered some thousands of animals. There were pigs, 
steers, sheep and goa *f, and tiny calves, each secured 
tightly by the head, wide-eyed an^ waiting; and among 
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them their owners, thickset peasant fanpers, shouted 
harshly over the din of their animals, often at nothing 
at all. Near the edges a prostitute supported by a 
number of friends, was howling out a financial griev- 
ance at an unidentified member of the masculine herd, 
and other women vended coffee, and others waited 
in the empty trucks. A small urchin sat, rapt, among 
the calves, and a number of neighbourhood dogs on 
skittish legs inspected the manure, the rich steam of 
which mingled with the sounds and smells in a jovial 
frontal attack on Sand’s sensibilities. The spectacle 
was impressive, even exhilarating, and Marat himself 
could think of nothing cynical to say, for here life was 
too strong to bicker over or submit to politics. 

And he only remarked, crossing the canal bridge 
to the slaughterhouses, "There is something hearten- 
ing about that place; it gives off an odour of life's 
vitality and the people’s essential strength.” The idea 
that the Party could somehow take credit for this 
strength, which Sand inferred, was idly implied, out 
of long habit. "It gives also a feeling of human num- 
bers,” Marat continued, "if one thinks that by to- 
morrow night the great bulk of that meat will have 
disappeared down the city gullet and another huge 
herd will have replaced it. Especially when one realizes 
that the masses of the poor won’t touch a bit.” His 
wild face twisted in a scowl, and he seemed on the 
point of an oration, but thought better of it. 

They passed a group of steers tied up outsider 
shed, and, entering, paused behind an executioner. 
Marat had an air of belonging wherever he went, 
despite his frenetic appearanc^and the workers not 
only accepted his presence but promoted conversation. 
They seemed to feeUthat this man was one of them. 
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and a leader besides, for remarks were invariably di- 
rected to him and not to Sand. Now the executioner 
turned from the steer which, straddling a fallen carcass 
stood planted before him, and shouted to Marat, “So 
you’ve come to watch an expert do his work! Well, 
why not get us a bottle of wine, and show that you 
mean business, while you’re at it!’’ 

“Why don’t you get on about your clumsy 
slaughter," Marat said, "and stop stinking up the 
place with all your noise? You’ll get a coup de rouge 
if you do it right, not otherwise.” 

The man approached them, smiling. “How about 
your friend?” he said, glancing at Sand. “Maybe he 
would like to buy a bottle? He doesn’t have to go 
anywhere, I’ve got one right here, he can just pay me 
back my hundred francs.” Grinning broadly, he shoved 
a bloody palm in Sand’s direction, and Sand, fumb- 
ling, found a bill. 

Marat laughed and slapped the man on the shoulder. 
“Good for you,” he said. “You’ve got a future ahead 
of you, my bloody friend.” 

The man retrieved a bottle from a corner and pas- 
sed it around. The raw, cheap wine restored Sand’s 
spirits, but before he could join the conversation the 
man had stepped away and picked up a sort of sledge 
hammer with a pointed head. 

“I thought the law required pistols, mon vieuxi" 
called Marat. 

„ “Costs too damned much,” the man shouted, and 
brought the hammer around his head in a swift neat 
arc, and down. The steer fell, kicking, to the crimson 
floor. Another man came forward with a heavy axe 
and proceeded to sevef 1 its head/the blows made more 
terrible by the crunch of the steel through bone. 
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Then the stomach was sliced open and the entrails 
removed, and offal like green steaming moss wrung 
from the entrails into a pile by the wall. 

"Very valuable material!" the executioner called. 
"Sorry I can’t spare you any of it ! ” He followed them 
outside, where Sand took a deep breath of air and 
drank heavily from the bottle. A woman selling cakes 
pushed her cart forward, and the man received one 
into nis sticky hand without a trace of hesitation. 
“A vousl" he cried to Sand, hoisting the bottle, his 
mouth already full of cake. Sand managed a wave and 
followed Marat down the alley to the adjoining shed. 

'I hey witnessed the death of several steers and a 
number of screeching pigs, and Sand soon was hard- 
ened to the sight. He even felt a certain guilty exul- 
tation that he had not felt faint and weakened before 
Marat. 

But his gusto wilted at the final shed, where the 
sheep met their end in groups of six. Unlike the 
cattle, the sheep ran frantically against their ropes 
and bleated in open panic, only to be seized up bodily 
and thrown onto a table on their backs. In this position 
they were pressed together like so many books on a 
shelf, their thin legs kicking in soiled clusters of 
twenty-four, and their six heads hanging, bleating, 
over the side of the table. Then a thin and sallow man 
passed along the row and slit their throats, and the 
blood shot out in sickening amounts, pouring away 
along a trough that split the centre of the shed. The 
cluster of legs kicked on, ineffectual, and finally died. 

“To hell with that,” Sand said. He led Marat out the 
gate. 

They crossed the street and\ad coffee in silence. 
Finally Marat said, “y/ell, did you enjoy it?” 

K 
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“I’m glad we did it,” Sand said. 

“The people at work,” Marat said. “It’s rather en- 
nobling, don’t you think?” 

“You make things too easy,” Sand said. He nodded 
toward a sickly-looking waiter with a dirty napkin 
over his arm, staring out the window. "That’s the 
people at work too” 

“Yes, there are the sheep as well. I’d almost for- 
gotten.” Marat frowned in irritation. “But Jacobi 
would tell you that cattle and sheep share a noble 
simplicity and are exploited the same way.” 

“In other words, he finds the people noble.” 

“Yes. Whereas I find them only less ignoble than 
their exploiters. Yet he dislikes people for the most 
part, and I like them.” Marat smiled. “In Spain he 
used to abuse the priests unmercifully, for suppres- 
sing the people and telling them they were bad. As a 
child Jacobi was a Catholic himself, you see. He gave 
up the Faith, apparently, because he lost his job as 
choir leader. And he lost his job as choir leader be- 
cause he humiliated the bishop’s nephew for eating 
a chocolate during the Cum Sancto Spiritu\" Marat 
roared with laughter. 

“Did he tell you that?” Sand said. 

“Oh, he had more complicated reasons, of course, 
but he kept using the choir incident as an illustration 
of how the Church was rotten with special privilege, 
and political, like everything else. He didn’t have, 
much humour about it, poor Jacobi, and it’s humour 
that gives a man perspective. Anyway, he forsook one 
dogma for another and could never quite discipline 
that angry mind of his to either. He’s a born revolu- 
tionary, that’s all. Hcd die for the Party, but he’d die 
for his country too and never iee the contradiction 
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A political idiot, but he made a fine soldier. I’ll say 
that much.” Marat raised his hand in an ironic salute 
to a phantasmal Jacobi, and with the other hand drew 
a finger across his throat. “Au revoir , mon capitaine,” 
he said, sighing. 

“So the Party is this ruthless with him, after all 
these years, simply because he has a mind of his own.” 

"A, mind of one’s own, my friend, when indulged 
en masse, is a terribly inefficient thing. The Party is 
not being ruthless, but practical. It has a great deal 
to do” — here he gestured at a beggar who was singing 
in at them through the cafe door, over the shoulder 
of the waiter who barred his way — “and cannot afford 
to be sentimental over individuals.” 

“And you Marat — don’t you think for yourself?” 

“Yes. But my mind is useful to the Party, the way 
Jacobi’s heroism was useful.” 

“And when times change, and they decide that it’s 
no longer useful?” 

"Perhaps by that time I will be in a position to do 
the deciding. And if not — ” He shrugged. "Au revoir, 
cher Marat. And this will be just, because I will have 
miscalculated the Party course, and could only blame 
myself.” 

“That’s a chance you’re willing to take, then?” 

“I’ve already taken it,” Marat said. “After a certain 
point of authority, one is held responsible, like Jacobi, 
for the people’s protection against abuses. There is 
no turning back.” 

“For the people’s protection?” 

“Yes.” 

"You believe that sincerely.” 

“Do the religious believe in Opd?” 

"Of course.” 
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“Of course. One must believe in an ultimate purpose 
or accept all this as the sole reality.” He nodded at the 
dirty window, which looked out upon a restaurant’s 
side alley lined with garbage cans. From one of these 
cans two children were hoisting unidentifiable refuse 
into a burlap bag. “But do you see God out there ? Or 
don't those children matter, so long as they die beneath 
the little fat white hands of a well-fed priest?” 

“One need not accept men’s churches to believe in 
a Force which we call God,” Sand said. “Besides, that 
garbage may be for their cat.” He felt cheated in the 
augument but unable to cope with it. He added, half 
to himself, “See, one of them is laughing.” 

"Oh, the people laugh, no doubt about it,” Marat 
said, seizing his advantage. “It comes to them natur- 
ally, as it does to hyenas. They’re cursed with hope. 
Before we’re through, I’ll show you where that hope 
gets them.” 

He went to the door, and after a moment Sand got 
to his feet and followed him. 

Near the canal, that afternoon, a family of acrobats 
was staging an exhibition. The troupe was comprised 
of a man and a group of children, ostensibly his own, 
the smallest of whom, a fine-featured child of six or 
seven, alone had a costume. This was a doll-like golden 
frock of the sort worn by ballerinas and was too 
small for the little girl, and sadly soiled. She stood 
apart, however, smiling primly as the long, cold line 
of talented brothers and sisters were put through their 
paces, then danced forward and hopped onto her 
father’s hands. He tossed her into the air, caught her 
about the knees, and, swinging her down and back 
through his legs, did<£ forward "somersault at the end 
of which the child stood miraculously on her head 
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upon his hands. At the hoarse request of the father, 
the passers-by gave sparingly of their applause. They 
showed no inclination to give anything else, however. 

The father paused discreetly, then carefully, very 
carefully, lowered the child until, arching her back, 
she could touch her dainty heels to the ground on 
each side of his head. At a whisper from him she snig- 
gered? winked upside down at the audience, and squat- 
ted over his face. To Sand’s dismay, the father vented 
an oath, pushed her roughly aside, and in one way or 
another conveyed to the onlookers the idea that this 
elfin child, the golden apple of his eye, was all too 
mortal. Even worse, her indiscretion proved to be the 
climax of the act. a joke, and Sand realized that he 
alone in the crowd had not been aware of this, had 
not taken it in the spirit of fun in which it was meant. 
He stared stupidly amid the shouts of delighted laugh- 
ter. And the little girl, having singled him out with 
unerring street instinct as the easiest mark, flounced 
forward with her father’s hat. He backed away from 
her as Marat watched him. The people stopped smiling, 
intuitive and suspicious. Only at the last minute, when 
she stuck out her tongue, did he drop some coins into 
the battered hat, aware as he did so that he was giving 
much too much. 

“How generous,” Marat murmured. "But charity can 
hardly absolve you of responsibility.” 

“What are you after this time?” Sand snapped. 
“Responsibility for what?” 

"For the people, for their poverty. If a girl is having 
your child, is it enough to contribute a diaper?” 

Again Marat had him, and again Sand felt cheated, 
manoeuvred into a position thati»gave him the choice 
of renouncing his own beliefs or his own behaviour. 
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when he would have preferred to believe that the two 
were aligned. And he knew he was no longer in a 
condition to resist this insidious man. As the days 
wore on he blundered after Marat from one stark 
revelation to another, unshaven, dirty, scarcely think- 
ing, peering into the mirrors of public toilets for some 
sign of his past existence, past scale of values. He gave 
up asking Marat about Jacobi, drinking in the hopeless 
human lot that Marat delighted in demonstrating to 
him, and finally wondering to himself if the harsh 
cures of the Party were not, indeed, the sole solution. 

For he was stunned by the vastness of this world 
he had never known, and the violence of it. His at- 
tention wandered more and more to sudden details, 
forsaking the static ugliness of factories and ware- 
houses for the thin calcs, the fruit stands, tenement 
steps, and children in dark windows, and these in 
turn for the red eyes of an ancient woman seated in 
the gutter. Her dress was high on her blue legs, which 
stuck straight out like sticks into high tennis shoes, and 
the black grime on the old white of her thighs was 
the blurred design of penury. 

“You ! ” she screeched at him. “You ! Gave me thirty 
francs for coffee, eh? You and your filthy coffee will 
keep me awake all night!” 

And Marat laughed. 

From time to time Sand thought of breaking free. 
He wanted badly to go somewhere and think, not 
siTnply feel. He wondered too if the world he had 
known could ever be returned to, if he had not sunk 
down into the mud and stench of life without a trace, 
and if he would know the way back should Marat 
let him go. 
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T HEN one morning Sand ran away. 

They had been drinking coffee in a brasserie. 
“I’m going to make a telephone call,” Marat said. 
"You wait for me here.” 

Sand nodded, apathetic. He picked up Marat’s news- 
paper and glanced at it without interest. There was a 
violent leading article against the government, which 
had staged a raid the night before on Party head- 
quarters with the connivance of traitors within the 
Party itself. These, it said, would be exposed and 
punished by the f .11 wrath of the people’s justice. 

Laying down the paper, he stared at the inner door 
through which Marat had disappeared. A man mop- 
ping up around the stacked metal tables slopped water 
on Sand’s shoes, and, when Sand remonstrated, cursed 
him. Sand got up and went outside onto the pavement. 
His vague intent was to find some place to wash and 
sleep, and telephone Marat at the brasserie from there. 
But Marat had taken his wallet on the night he got 
drunk, to forestall any further initiative. He stood on 
the curb, intent on the dam of burlap sacking that 
channelled the gutter refuse into a drain. As long as 
he watched this eddy of dirty water he did not have 
to think. 

But his fingers, searching s5tfl. found a subway 
ticket crumpled in a»corner of his pocket. 
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Sand found himself trotting, almost running, toward 
the M6tro. The sign on the entrance read porte-des- 
lilas. He clattered down the concrete stairs and 
glanced about for direction signs. Behind him there 
were other rapid footsteps echoing his own, but, turn- 
ing, he saw only a flower-peddler with three bunches 
of withered violets. He ran on through the passage- 
ways and down another stairway, to the train plat- 
form, where he slipped through a closing automatic 
gate. Then he was hurtling along beneath the city, 
in a dream. 

Climbing up out of the darkness at Od£on, he enter- 
ed a different world. A weak sun shone, and a smiling 
girl in a pretty dress was buying hot chestnuts, and 
there was colour in the air. He plunged across the 
boulevard against the traffic and into the rue de 
l’Ancienne Comedie and down the rue Saint-Andr6 to 
the rue des Grands Augustins. At Olivier’s door he 
paused to catch his breath. But when he rang the bell, 
there was no response. 

He rang again and again, and called, and finally 
pounded, without hope. Then the door burst open and 
a furious Lise appeared, flushed with sleep, dishevelled. 
“Are you crazy?” she shouted. “I’m going to call the 
police, you filthy sot, what do you want here!” She 
recognized him and let him in. 

He followed her through the apartment into her 
room, where she got back into bed. “All right, now, 
sit- down,” she said, patting the edge of the covers, 
and when he did so, she took his hand. “What is it, 
Bar-ney?” she whispered. “What has happened to 
you?” # 

Aqd he shook his^head in confusion, for nothing 
had happened; there was nothilig he could explain 
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even to himself, including his presence here. He started 
to speak, and stopped, and tried to smile. 

Lise put her hand behind his head and drew it down 
beside her own on the pillow and stroked his cheek. 
He kissed her gratefully under the chin and closed his 
eyes. “Where’s Olivier?” he muttered, though he did 
not ^are. 

She laughed. “He isn’t here,” she murmured, “but 
for an unshaven, smelly tramp you leap quickly to 
conclusions, my dear Bar-ney.” She wasn’t in the least 
offended, but, on the contrary, quite coy; and although 
this was her way. Sand was encouraged to take her 
in his arms. The only warmth he had known in weeks 
was this sleepy form beside him, and he clung to it 
desperately and tried to kiss her. 

“No,” she whispered, "please don’t, please.” But 
her voice trembled, she was aroused despite herself, 
and he did not rrease her. 

“It’s not what you think. Lise,” he muttered. “I just 
want to hold you for a minute.” He was astonished 
by his words but could not help himself. 

“No. I wanted to comfort you, you’re clearly not 
yourself. I — you have me in a weak position. I’ll admit. 
I am susceptible in the early mornings.” She laughed, 
but her laughter was firm. “I don’t want you to,” she 
said. “That is to say, I won’t let you.” She sat up. 

“Lise—” 

“You’re not yourself,” she repeated, pushing, at 
him gently. Neither had seen Olivier in the door- 
way. 

“I didn’t expect to find you here, my friend,” said 
Olivier quietly. Wh?n Sand opened his eyes, Qlivier 
smiled. “I think LiSfe is right, you are not yourself. 
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If you will come into the other room, I’ll give you a 
cup of coffee.” 

Sand got up slowly and followed him, too stunned 
to speak. He was not sure how badly he had behaved, 
but since there was no real explanation to be made he 
sat in silence over his coffee, shaking his head in agony. 
He could not look Olivier in the eye. 

But Olivier observed him, humming “Mademoiselle 
de Paris” under his breath and conducting the song 
discreetly with his spoon. When Sand looked up at 
last, Olivier smiled and said, "Barney, my friend, you 
must try to see beyond what you are seeing these 
days, or it will blind you, as they wish. You must be 
careful. Of course I am only guessing. I — ” 

“What do you mean? Olivier, I’m very sorry.” 

"No, listen to me. I should not say this to you, and 
you must not tell Gleize or Marat that I’ve said it. I am 
not supposed to know as much as 1 have guessed. But 
why do you go on with it. whatever it is? You must 
consider the situation. You are in trouble, Barney. 
Look at you. they are doing something to you !” 

“Maybe I’ve given up,” Sand said. “Maybe that’s 
why I’m here. I must explain to you about Lise. I — I’m 
confused; I need sleep or something. I need to talk to 
somebody.” 

Olivier threw his hands into the air, then slapped 
them down upon his knees. “Of course! That doesn’t 
matter! You must give up what you are doing, that’s 
all, Gleize is coming here now to take you back. But 
you must not be a fool. You are not dealing with 
reasonable people any more, they don’t think the way 
you do!” 

"No!” Sand said, ^standing tfp. “I apologize for 
trying to excuse myself, Olivier. •■There is no excuse. 



Partisans 


149 


none at all ! ” He was seized with revulsion for himself. 
Something was giving way in him, he wanted badly 
to cry, and this realization enraged him further. 

Then Rudi Gleize slipped into the room, his pale 
face moist with perspiration. “Thank you for tele- 
phoning," he said to Olivier, then darted at Sand and 
seized him by the wrist. “Have you gone mad!” he 
grat8d. “Do you want to spoil everything? Come 
along ! ” 

Sand knocked Rudi Gleize away from him. "There’s 
something I have to say to Olivier before I go.” 

Olivier shook his head. “No, there isn’t,” he said 
sadly. He was stirring his cold coffee as Sand preceded 
Rudi through ihe door. 

On the stairwell three bunches of withered violets 
recalled the flower-peddler at the Porte-des-Lilas. 
“You’re forgetting your violets,” he said to Rudi, pick- 
ing them up. 

Rudi glared at him. “What is it?” he complained. 
“What are you up to now? Come along. Where did 
you leave Marat?” 

Descending the stairs. Sand held the violets in his 
hand. Who, then? he thought. Olivier? But what did 
it matter, what did anything matter? He hurled the 
violets into the gutter. 

Rudi escorted Sand as far as the Porte-des-Lilas. "Go 
back to that brasserie,” he said. “I’ll be watching from 
the Metro entrance.” They were ascending the stairs to 
the street. 

Sand stopped. “You’ve been having me followed, 
haven’t you?” 

“I am keeping an eye on you,” Rudi admitted after 
a moment’s hesitation. “You are\a friend, and I \yould 
hate to see you get*into trouble.” 
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“What sort of trouble?” 

"There won’t be any trouble,” Rudi said, “no trouble 
at all. Just do as Marat tells you — everything he tells 
you — and there won’t be any trouble. No, why do you 
look at me that way? I tell you, I am your friend, I 
am keeping an eye on you just in case ! ” he exclaimed, 
producing a ghastly smile. “But you must not spoil all 
my efforts by being foolish ! I sometimes wonder why I 
take so much trouble for you!” 

“No doubt you find virtue its own reward,” Sand 
said. “You miserable bastard.” 

He took no further notice of Rudi Gleize, turning 
his back on the man and proceeding slowly along the 
sidewalk. Why have I come back, he wondered, why 
didn’t I keep running? He had been defeated by his 
search, and dirtied, and he wanted to believe he could 
blame on its effects his betrayal of Olivier. 

Olivier is your friend, he thought. Don’t those 
things matter any more? He flushed anew with self- 
contempt, and his step quickened masochistically in 
the direction of Marat’s cafe. 

He knew he was afraid of Marat, afraid of this 
man’s plans for him, afraid of the relentless effort to 
disgust him with humanity and thus prove to them 
both that Sand, corrupted by the background on which 
Marat had turned his back, could not stomach human 
degradation, much less accept responsibility for it. 
He was afraid of all this, but he understood Marat’s 
compulsion. He did not yet understand why Marat 
was degrading him as well. 

Entering the cafe, he gritted his teeth in a last 
surge of resolve, so fiercely that the waiter drew back 
against the bar. At,, the latter % sulky sneer. Sand 
laughed in exasperation. To me ‘you are the people. 
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he said silently to the man, I wonder why you sulk, 
but Marat — Marat is too busy talking about you even 
to notice you. 

Marat sat at a table in the rear, watching the door. 
“So you ran away, did you?” he said, clenching Sand’s 
upper arm in his huge fist. “I should have known 
your sort could not be trusted!” 

“What made you so sure I’d come back at all?” 
Sand asked. 

“The same reason that made me think you wouldn’t 
go away — you’re too stubborn to give up after coming 
so far.” 

“I’m stupid, isn’t that what you mean?” 

“You were stupid to leave! I have half a mind to 
drop the whole affair!” 

“You won’t, though,” Sand said. “You need me more 
than I need you.” He had not intended this as a 
bluff, but Marat released his arm and changed his 
approach. 

“And on top of everything else, he brings this 
creature Gleize back with him ! ” Rolling his good eye 
in frustration, he smashed his fist down on the table, 
but the other customers of this listless neighbourhood 
paid no attention. “Don’t deny it!” He pushed his 
volatile face at Sand. “I was keeping watch from 
the window.” 

“Everybody seems to be keeping watch,” Sand said, 
"except for me.” He took a piece of sugar from the 
saucer and broke it in half. "And everybody is trying 
to outsmart everybody else, except for me.” He gazed 
at Marat. “Can you explain that?” 

“You’re subtle, my friend,” Marat said, gauging 
him, “but it’s too fete to talk* nonsense now. You 
admit Gleize is trailing us.” 
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“He says he is keeping an eye on me,” Sand said, 
and grinned a loose, disembodied grin, as if he were 
drunk. "He says he is my friend.” 

“And it hadn’t occurred to you, I suppose, that 
locating Jacobi’s whereabouts might also be of interest 
to him?” 

“Yes, I knew that. But only because he told me so 
before we started. I didn’t connect him with the man 
who follows us, though. Our man is taller than Rudi 
Gleize, you see. You should have noticed that, Marat; 
you’re the crafty type, not me.” Sand tried to stop 
smiling but could not. He felt irresponsible and giddy 
“No, I’m not subtle, as you put it. You only think so 
because you don’t understand how my mind works. 
It doesn’t work like yours. I’m simple-minded, or 
something. Simple-hearted. I’m so simple-hearted that 
I go on hoping to see Jacobi even though it’s become 
quite clear that you’ve got some sort oi nasty surprise 
in store for me, that 1 may even be in danger. And do 
you know why I go on, Marat? Do you know why?” 

“You say you’re a journalist. You’ll have quite a 
story.” 

“You d<?n’t believe I’m a journalist?” 

“Of course, of course. Get on with it, whatever it is.” 

"All right. No, the story was only the original 
impetus, the sop to practicality. I think I was search- 
ing for something, perhaps the something-to-believe- 
in you mentioned a few 'days ago. Or was it weeks ? 
But after what you’ve shown me, Marat, I find it hard 
to have faith in anything at all except myself — except 
what I feel, what I think, what I know. And if I give 
up the search I won't even be able to have faith in 
that. Do you understand me?”* 

“I'don’t believe you.” 



Partisans 


i£ 3 


“No, I suppose you don’t. It’s not really believable, 
is it?” Sand started to laugh. Through the mist in his 
eyes he could see Marat studying him, perplexed at 
first, then slowly triumphant, but he didn’t care. He 
didn’t care any longer about anything. 

Marat got up and, coming around behind Sand, 
picked him up in his chair and turned him around 
and set him down again, hard, so that he was planted, 
laughing still, before a mirror on the wall. 

“Take a good look,” Marat said. “Do you believe 
in that?” 

The poor wretch in the mirror laughed at Sand, 
though his eyes were wet with tears, and, blinking. 
Sand caught his breath and the laughter stopped. 
Marat’s fingers, pressed into his shoulders, held him 
face to face with that thin, stubbled image, the gaunt 
neck in the filthy collar, the tie like a hanging shred 
of rope, the eyes like wounds. 

“I don’t know, ’ he said. “I think so.” 

“The teeth — ” Marat said, “notice the teeth, for 
they are the only part of the skeleton that shows, 
and should remind you of it. There is a skull behind 
those eyes, a death’s head One is alive or one is dead, 
but one is never more than what you see before you.” 

“Perhaps I see more than you are able to.” Sand’s 
voice was monotone. 

"We’re wasting time,” Marat said. “We have to 
go. Tomorrow you’re to see Jacobi, but while there’s 
still light I will show you what all your hope will 
come to.” 

Following Marat to the door, Sand passed the mir- 
rors on the walls. He wondered if he saw an individual 
in change, or only itnages of a^man named Ba # rney 
Sand an animal, Horto sapiens, a life. 




‘y^vEATH!” Marat shouted, striding through the 
I 1 cemetery like some fiendish guide, his black 
raincoat blowing out behind him. "Look at it 
all, as far as the eye can see — isn’t it stupefying! 
The speechless ones!” He waved his great arms up 
and down as if summoning these silenced voices to 
rise in a chorus of protest. An old grounds-keeper 
raking leaves along the path shook his head disap- 
provingly as Marat and Sand approached. 

And Marat said to the old man, "It won’t be long 
now, eh, Grandpcre ? Next year’s dead leaves, perhaps, 
will include your funeral flowers ! ” 

Curiously, the old man smiled. "Until then, I’m a 
better man than you, my noisy friend,” he said, and 
Marat laughed. 

"Good for you!” he said. “And you look like a 
tough old vulture, you’ll probably bury us all!” 

“Yes,” the old man said, “and loot your graves, 
besides. But meanwhile I feel the need of a glass of 
wine. Perhaps, chers messieurs, we could find a cafd 

thanks very much, you are too kind.” Marat 
bowed ceremoniously, smiling. “But we have business 
here.” 

The old man shook hands ard nodded goodbye in 
silence. 


together 

*No, 
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They went walking down the ordered rows, over 
the bones of centuries. There was an air of endless 
autumn about the cemetery, with its great trees and 
creeping moss and masses of pale stone, and the clatter 
of life from beyond its walls rang thin, like a tin toy 
trumpet. • 

Marat was aware of Sand’s disapproval. "It requires 
a certain mentality to work among the dead,” he 
remarked. “One must be callous or demented, and in 
neither case would one be olfended by my joke.” 
But he seemed subdued by the old man’s jollity, as if 
he felt a little foolish, and after a moment changed 
the subject. “You are not here to see an encouraging 
old specimen !iVr that. I had something quite differ- 
ent in mind, something that should be a compulsory 
part of everybody’s education and would make 
philosophers of us all. It is a sort of silent commentary 
on man’s opinion of himself, I think. You find it even 
here, though not sc clearly” — and he gestured toward 
a collection of marble sepulchres, huge and ornate with 
plaques and statuary — "vulgarity even after death. 
‘Here lies one ridiculous little man.’ But over here, a 
more meaningful lesson, and much less disagreeable 
in a way — ” 

He had gone on a little, and now turned off the 
path into a waste area of weeds by the cemetery wall. 
Among the trees there stood a makeshift fencing, 
sagging and rotten black with rain, and the surround- 
ing earth was soft with leaves and a curious white 
clay. Marat went around behind the fence and pointed 
down into the enormous trench that it hid from the 
formal cemetery. “Here we have humility even after 
death,” he murmured* smiling unpleasantly, “the final 
resting place of the ftoor.” And, as Sand peered down 

L 
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m horror, Marat said pompously, “Here lies human- 
ity.” 

The pit was roughly fifteen feet in depth, and five- 
by-fifteen yards in area. The near end held only 
scattered bones submerged in a pool of rain water, 
but extending outward from the far end was a vast 
amorphous heap of human skeletons, stacked up like 
so much cord wood. A number of skulls had rolled 
down from the summit and lay in the edge of the 
water, and the bones still bore the vestiges of flesh, 
in odd white weightless clusters. These nearer re- 
mains, fresh from the single graves, were tinged with 
cemetery moss, but the older onces, disappearing back 
beneath the earth at the closed end of the trench, 
were bare and sour yellow. 

Sand, seeing the white clay clinging to his shoes, 
realized that the pit was endless, extending beneath 
the soil far back among the old trees of this silent 
place. It was the quiet, the peaceful descent of leaves 
into the pit, that overcame him, not with revulsion, 
for there was no odour but the autumn, not even 
with pity, for the remains had little character, hardly 
more than the leaves and fallen twigs. There came 
instead a profound sadness, a regret, and whether it 
stemmed from this heaped-up mute indignity or the 
perspective it gave him on the meaning of his quest 
he was unable to determine, then or later. And he 
found himself too moved to break the silence. 

«But Marat, watching, misinterpreted and said, “You 
must not be horrified. They have had their turns in 
separate boxes, but room had to be made for others. 
There are so many others.” He grimaced wryly, waving 
his hand at the vasp reaches of l the cemetery and the 
crowded rooftops beyond the iVall. 
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“Why did you bring me here?” Sand spoke for 
the first time. 

“I’ve already told you. I wanted to prove my point. 
This is the result of all man’s hope, including yours." 
Marat kicked a small bone from the clay at the edge 
of the pit and sent it skittering down among the 
broken skeletons. “Requiescat in pace,” he said. 

“Aaad why do you want to prove this to me ? What 
can it matter to you what I think?” 

“You seem to have a sense of responsibility about 
the people, despite your past. The Party would be 
willing to forget the past, if you chose to make your- 
self useful." He cocked his good eye at Sand. 

“And if 1 don’t co-operate?” 

Marat caught a falling sycamore leaf and spun its 
stem between thumb and forefinger. “You won’t have 
much choice. But co-operation will make things much 
simpler for everybody, especially if you believe you 
are doing right.” 

“In acting against Jacobi? Is that what you want 
of me?” 

“In acting for the Party, for the people.” 

“What’s happened to him doesn’t affect you, then, 
even though you were friends.” 

“I can’t permit myself to be affected, by friendship 
or anything else — even this.” He pointed at the pau- 
pers’ bones. “I haven’t time.” 

“No, you haven’t time,” Sand said, speaking slowly 
at first, his voice rising, quickening, “even to be honejt. 
To get what you want you’ve worn down my resist- 
ance, and you’ve shown me only the underside of 
humankind, the animal, the weak, the lost, and now 
the dead. The irretrievable, in other words.” He gest- 
ured at the green end yellow 'bones, the fact less 
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skulls. “But I feel pity still, while you, you haven’t 
time for pity, you regard people clinically, like do- 
mestic animals, and you manipulate them politically, 
like tin, soldiers, isn’t that true, Marat? And isn’t it 
true of the Party itself — that it hasn’t time for pity, 
as you say?” - 

Marat stood silent, watching Sand. “Yes, it’s true,” 
he said some seconds later. “Because our methods are 
scientific, and science is a scalpel, not a sentimental 
tear. The rot must be cut away, however ruthlessly. 
It can’t be cured by pity. We leave the individual 
for you to pray over, but humanity is ours, and we 
mean to do the job. 

“Of course,” he added, “the political factor is un- 
avoidable, since we are bound to meet resistance on 
many frontiers, and sometimes from the people them- 
selves. To a certain extent they resemble their govern- 
ments in being selfish, and terrified of change. Then 
harsh methods become necessary, and 1 don’t deny that 
these have been used and will be used again. But 
what are the few who are sacrificed today compared 
to the legions who will benefit tomorrow? Most hu- 
man beings have everything to gain by a social revol- 
ution, whatever they may think of the Party. What 
do your precious liberties mean to the great starving 
hordes in Asia and Africa ? Yet your society still pro- 
pagates the falsehood that they cannot hope for more 
in life than religion and the status quo, plus charity 
and cheap reforms when religion no longer sustains 
them. Whereas we are working with a truth — the 
world is in need of drastic change — and therefore 
the political factor is beneficial to us in the long run. 
You people cannot face that truth, you attack the 
Party for unrest that was inevitable, and so you must 
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go on fighting, and losing, what Jacobi used to call 
the Great Twentieth-Century War.” 

“You’re so very sure you're right, aren’t you?” 
Sand said, inept against this logic which, though bul- 
warked by basic right, lost its ring of truth through 
the deft fingers playing on the surface of the bell. 

“Perhaps. But so are you.” Marat laughed, de- 
lighted with himself. 

They turned abruptly at a cough behind them, and 
Marat’s laughter faded, chastened, in the stillness. A 
man was leaning on the corner of the fencing, face 
half averted, watching them from the corners of his 
eyes. His head nodded up and down, up and down, 
and his shin)’ rotten mouth hung open in a snarl. 
He was canying a stick with a pointed end, of the 
sort used to pick up trash and wastepaper in public 
places, and a burlap bag over his ragged shoulder. 

“Eh?” he said. “You find something amusing here, 
messieurs?” The snarl shifted momentarily into some- 
thing like a smile, but there was no true alteration in 
his expression. “You are laughing at the poor, perhaps, 
messieurs” — and he raised his stick and pointed at 
the bone pile — “and yet you have no rights here. 
You should leave us in peace, messieurs, we are only 
poor unfortunates, we have done nothing to harm you, 
messieurs — ” 

“What do you want?” Marat demanded. 

“No, monsieur, it is we who ask you what you 
want. A skull, perhaps? ^ou are a medical student, 
monsieur, arc you not? Perhaps you do not wish to 
spend your money on a skull, and thought to steal 
one here, is that it? Oh, there are many like you, 
I myself have seen tflem, monsieur, I keep a careful 
watch here, you kneftv.” 
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The man came a little closer. Although not old, 
he hobbled weakly, leaning on the trash stick for 
support. His face was gaunt and sick, his garments 
filthy, and though he wore no beard, he was long un- 
shaven. Beneath the stubble the skin was swollen 
red, and his odour was the odour of stale wine. The 
decay and drunkenness were long since ingrained in 
him, for even his eyelids were raw and sagging and 
his skin a network of veins. 

“Medical students eh? I keep a careful watch, mes- 
sieurs.” He winked at them, then scowled. 

"I’m going, Marat," Sand said, starting away. 

“No,” Marat snapped. “It is not we who are in the 
wrong. This is the other kind I mentioned, the de- 
mented kind.” And he said to the man, “Then it is 
you who sells the skulls, monsieur — you make a living 
at it, isn’t that it?” 

The man crouched back, suspicious, and pointed his 
stick at them. “Eh? It is you who are the thieves, 
messieurs, I have seen many like you, you have come 
to disturb the poor in their final rest, you think they 
have no fights because you see them dumped in here 
like garbage to make way for the rich! Eh? The 
rich!” The man cursed vilely, spitting onto his chin. 
“But I am here to protect them, and it is you who 
have no rights here. You have only come to steal 
their skulls, and sell them, no doubt, to others like 
yourselves ! ” He nodded wisely, to indicate his know- 
ledge of the ways of the world, but a terrible greed 
was now apparent in his face, and his hands worked 
furiously on his stick. “But 1 am here to protect these 
poor bones, messieurs, and you ''must deal with me — 
another poor man like these oth&s, messieurs, but not 
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a thief, messieurs, not a heartless thief ! ” At this point, 
still scowling horribly, the man burst into tears. 

“Since we are to deal with you,” Marat said to 
him, “please name your price. Do you sell by the 
dozen, or five at a time?” He was walking slowly 
toward the retreating figure, which felt its way back- 
ward around the corner of the fencing, breathing 
hoarsely and coughing, the stick still pointed at Marat. 

“Do not annoy us with your self-justifications, mon- 
sieur,” Marat was saying. “Come, you are a business- 
man, I can see it in your face! Simply name your 
price and have done with it!” 

“I am not like yourselves!” the man screeched. 
“1 am not a thief! You will only sell these bones 
for a higher price, out in the street! And I, a poor sick 
man, will have to go to all the trouble of climbing 
down into the trench, and risk losing my position of 
guardian in the bargain, only to let you make a 
profit behind my back! No, I am not like yourselves, 
messieurs, though you take me for a fool. I am an 
honourable man ! ” 

“Then we will simply take what we wish without 
your help,” said Marat, starting back toward the pit. 

Immediately the man broke down. “Thieves! 
Thieves!” he screamed, hobbling forward. “You have 
no right; it is up to me! You are only trying to 
threaten a poor man, messieurs, to cheat me of my 
price ! " 

Marat whirled upon Sand, throwing his arms out in 
a violent gesture, then stamped furiously around the 
pit. “Ha!” he shouted. “You see, he has his price, 
this noble creature ! ” He shook both fists in the air, his 
great wild face contorted in rage, in exaltation and 
insane glee. Then hn charged tlJfe cringing man* and 



i 62 


Partisans 


shook him by the shoulders as a dog shakes a rat and 
hurled him violently against the fencing, as if to 
frame him there for the world’s inspection. 

“Look .at him!” Marat shouted. “Regard, messieurs- 
dames, this proud specimen of mid-century man, this 
tribute to civilization, this citizen of Western demo- 
cracy, this animal ! Do you note a paradox, messieurs- 
dames, does it not strike you that something is amiss 
in our modern world?” Marat’s voice broke and fell 
away in the autumn silence like an echo. 

“Marat,” Sand said, and Marat turned to him. His 
face was working in spasms of emotion, and once 
again everything was there, the rage and glee, the love 
and hate, as if in his strange features the feelings 
of all humankind had mixed and were building to- 
ward some shattering burst of vain expression. It was 
impossible to guess what Marat might do next, for 
there was every action in that face, and for a moment 
Sand recalled what Marat had once said. I am the 
people ! Look at me, Sand, and remember ! And Sand 
remembered. 

But now he could bear the scene no longer, and 
he moved away across the white clay earth, abandon- 
ing Marat to his prey, who, in great alarm at Sand’s 
departure, had scrambled, ratlike, down into the pit 
and was squeaking out his prices. On the path Sand 
turned and, glancing back, saw Marat haul the other 
from his hole and give him money. He leaned on 
an iron rail, exhausted. 

“All right,” Sand said when Marat came. "I have 
to agree with you.” 

“That the Party is right?” 

“No. That it is working with* a truth. I mean, that 
the World is in needf of change.’* 
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“So you’ll co-operate?” 

“I don’t know,” Sand said. “I’m choosing between 
wrongs.” 

They went on down the narrow path between the 
graves. Beyond the wall and the jaundiced rooftops 
a grey wind shifted the November sky and stirred the 
darkness of late afternoon. This was the hour of soli- 
tude Sand thought, of ultimate reality. Beneath his 
weary feet the path seemed endless, stretching away 
forever between life and death. 
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S AND and Marat, leaving the cemetery, went 
south to the Place de la Nation, and from there 
to Bastille, where they had their supper in a 
restaurant. Marat obtained an evening paper, which 
headlined further details of the government raid on 
Party headquarters. He was restless, and over coffee 
said to Sand, “It’s time to get rid of our shadow.” 

Sand did not trouble to answer. He was brooding 
about the meeting with Jacobi and weighing his own 
attitudes. Foremost among these was a mighty impulse 
to be clean, severe, to cut away at filth, to strike out 
at the greed for wealth and power that diseased the 
world. How simple that would be, he thought — to 
know you were right, to act without having to think ! 
How very simple, were he certain of the Party’s sin- 
cerity and of his own, were he only unaware of what 
might happen to him should he decide against the 
Party now. For he knew he was afraid. 

He studied the man across the table, the man within 
whose power he had placed himself. Once, as a boy, 
he had seen a mouse trapped in an eddy of a stream, 
struggling to escape the vortex but succeeding only 
in circling disaster, round and round and round, and 
weakening. 

"No, 1 have a better idea,” Mari/t was saying slowly, 
as if outlining the pl^ii to himselfi “He is very skilful, 
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whoever he is, and we would have trouble eluding 
him. Then, if we do try to elude him, it is more than 
likely that Gleize will put several people on the job, 
too many to take care of at the last minute. But one 
man can be taken care of, you see, and so we will 
let him follow us until tomorrow morning. And to 
make sure he doesn't call for assistance in the mean- 
while we will spend the night where he can keep an 
eye on us most easily." Marat smiled in satisfaction. 
“So — ” He rapped the table with his forefinger. “I 
want you to sit right there for a moment.” he said. 

Sand watched him rise and shoulder his way to the 
telephone at the end of the counter. It occurred to 
him to run, yet he did not. The flight to Olivier and 
Lise had exhausied the last of his initiative, and 
Marat seemed to sense this, for he was indulgent with 
Sand and. with victory in his hand, almost affectionate. 

They left the restaurant and walked southwest 
toward the river, coming out at last at one end of 
the bridge. Marat strolled to the middle of the bridge 
and there turned and leaned back against the parapet, 
looking casually in the direction from which they had 
come. After a moment he muttered to Sand, "You see, 
he’s still with us. There, going into that tabac on the 
corner.” 

Sand did not look around, but instead leaned for- 
ward over the wall and stared into the dark swirl of 
the Seine, then down the river toward the lie Saint- 
Louis. “It’s quiet tonight/’ he said after a while. 

“The view from the bridges is the finest in the 
city,” Marat answered. "It shows Paris at its best — 
that is to say, at i^s most artificial and romantic.” 
He gestured with grandiose irony at the nigjjt sil- 
houettes in the distance. “But under the bridges one 
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finds another Paris, as typical as the other in its way.” 
He pushed himself up and started off again toward the 
other end, where they descended the concrete steps 
to the riv.er quai and sat down on a bench against 
the high white wall. 

"He can't miss us here,” Marat said. After a time 
he rose again and led Sand under the head of the 
bridge. “This is the perfect place to spend the night,” 
he explained with satisfaction. “He can pin us down 
with no trouble at all, for there is no escape. Besides” — 
and he nodded into the shadow — “we will have the 
company of charming companions.” 

Sand looked again at what he had taken to be an 
amorphous pile of refuse and made out here and there 
a stringy head, a crusted shoe. The damp stone and 
concrete reeked of stale urine, and it was clear from 
a small charred pile of stones, a sort of pathetic hearth, 
that a number of people made this shelter their home. 

“What more could one ask?” Marat was saying. 
“A lovely view, a picnic, clear nights al fresco on the 
river among one’s charming friends — ” 

“Go away,” a hoarse voice croaked, "and leave a 
poor man in peace. You’re setting up an echo here, 
with all your nonsense!” 

“Shut up, old imbecile-drunkard-sot,” Marat said 
affably, “or I’ll toss the lot of you into the river.” 

“Good idea,” another voice said. "Might clean him 
up a little. You have a little wine, dear friend?” 

“No, and no money either, in case you have any 
ideas.” Marat sat down a little apart from them, 
against the wall. “You must keep goats here, from the 
smell,” he said. 

“Ah well,” a third voice safd, “one can’t have 
everything in life, th£y say. And Besides, the least you 
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could do is lie over here and help us get a little 
warmth.” The voice was plaintive, injured, and the 
other voices muttered assent. “He thinks he is too 
good for us,” one whined, and broke into a racking 
cough. 

Marat laughed. "It’s not that, my friends, it’s because 
I'm ashamed of my dirty finger nails, and would risk 
infecting you with my runny nose.” 

But later in the night, with evident distaste, Marat 
shoved away an old man who fumbled near him for 
a place to lay his head. The man lit a match and peered 
at Marat in alarm, and Sand, half dozing, had a 
glimpse of a green ring of charity soup around the 
white- whiskered mouth and the sharp, small chin of 
age. He remembered the figure with the fallen pigeon, 
beneath the Pont du Carrousel. Then the match flick- 
ered, and the image was gone. 

They left the bridge early in the morning and 
walked through the cold grey mist along the river 
edge. Sand was stiff with a chill that had penetrated 
to the deepest areas of his body. He stumbled after 
Marat, miserable, unthinking, and did not respond 
when Marat said. "Do you see him ? He is trailing 
us from above, along the bookstalls.” 

Sand saw an elderly rakish man moving along above 
and behind them, saluting the booksellers with a cane 
and pausing now and again to inspect a volume or 
an ancient print. Arching his back, he would hold the 
book away from him at firm’s length, cane tucked,up 
under his arm. and clear his throat angrily in apparent 
mystification about the character of the item. The 
pose, exaggerated and comic, brought laughter from 
his audience, and Saifd recognized it at once. The man 
was Olivier. 
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The identity troubled him, but only for a moment. 
Olivier had to be warned away. As they moved along 
the quai Sand put his hand behind him and waved 
Olivier back. The gesture felt clumsy and ineffectual, 
and it did not work, for. looking up a minute later, 
he saw that Olivier still followed, whistling in a 
breezy manner a song about two snails. 

“Stop looking at him,” Marat snapped "You’ll scare 
him off.” 

And Sand cursed Olivier for a fool. Look at him, 
he thought, marching into an ambush whistling, and 
overplaying his part to get attention for himself. Yet, 
warmed by his affection for the man. Sand had to 
smile. 

They mounted to the street once more and entered 
a cafd. 

"You’ll need a camera,” Marat said, "to corroborate 
your interview.” 

Sand gazed at him. 

“Otherwise who will believe you?” Marat said. 

Sand nodded vaguely “All right,” he said, "a camera 
might .be a good idea.” They had a second coffee, 
waiting in* silence until the shops had opened, when 
they obtained for Sand a small cheap camera and 
film. Then they went on again, up the Left Bank in 
the direction of Montparnasse. 

In a street near Notre-Dame-des-Champs they enter- 
ed a tiny bar. The sign in its window said that the 
plafte was closed. The chairs were stacked upon the 
tables, and the barman who let them in was alone 
in the place. He returned behind the counter but 
made no attempt to serve them* Instead he watched 
the door. Marat lit a/cigarette, and Sand stood, feeling 



Partisans 169 

foolish, clutching the package with the camera in 
it. 

Within minutes a bespectacled drunk reeled past 
the window, glaring inside as he passed. Marat nodded 
to the barman, who went to the window and rapped 
on it. Two men in a doorway across the street moved 
rapidly in the direction taken by the drunk, and after 
a moment returned with him to the bar. Protesting 
loudly in a strange falsetto voice, he was pushed up 
against the counter next to Marat. 

“Zut! II y a des limites, quand meme\” he squeak- 
ed, rearranging his jacket. “A man can’t even take the 
air any more without being attacked in broad day- 
light ! It is a disgrace to the nation to have such trash 
as yourselves loose in the streets!” 

They watched him in silence. 

‘‘Well, messieurs? What is it you want with me? 
Perhaps one of you is optimistic about my finances? 
Oh, I am no child, messieurs, I am well acquainted 
with the ways of the world, dirty place that it is, and 
crawling with such filth as yourselves — ” 

“That’s enough,” Marat told him. "I want tc*know 
why you are following us.” 

“Following you? On the contrary, it is you who 
follow me, and seize me, yes, and drag me like a 
sheep into this den!” 

“Who arc you working for?” Marat asked. “I advise 
you to answer quickly, my friend.” 

“Working for? You are speaking to a gentleman, 
cher monsieur , I do not need gainful employ. I am of 
the leisure classes.” He brushed a little at his lapels 
and winked at one of the men who had brought him 
to the bar. This maft winked badk, sarcastically? and 
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returned his gaze to Marat, who leaned forward and 
tweaked the drunk’s heavy nose. 

“Coward!” the drunk screamed. “Pig!” 

The actor’s paste came away in Marat’s fingers. 
Then Marat knocked the man’s cap from his head, 
and with it the heavy spectacles. 

"I thought so ! ” Marat shouted with laughter. “So it 
was you, Olivier, all the time!” 

Olivier grinned ruefully, rubbing his nose. "I’ll have 
a cognac, please,” he said to the barman, “since you 
gentlemen insist on making a party of it.” He winked 
at Sand, then glanced apprehensively at Marat. 

But the latter was laughing still, a personal laugh 
flecked with anger. “Cognac it is,” he said. “He de- 
serves it ! ” He slapped Olivier on the shoulder, a little 
too roughly. "And you were the old gentleman on the 
quai this morning too, eh, my friend?” 

In answer, Olivier removed his seedy jacket and 
turned it inside out. The inside, complete with 
pockets and lapels, was of different material, and in 
good repair; and from its pockets Olivier, with the 
mannered grace of a magician, drew forth a pince- 
nez, a tiny make-up kit, a toupee, a folding opera 
hat, and a telescoping cane. 

“The old gentleman on the quai,” he murmured, 
eyebrows elevated in astonishment, “entered a pissior, 
never to be seen again. But wait” — and now his eyes 
assumed a conspiratorial gleam, and he held up his 
finger for their attention — “from this very same 
pissoir, messieurs, there emerged some moments later 
an entirely different individual, a notorious drunkard, 
a swinish good-for-nothing — ” He downed his cognac 
and offered a bleary smile. “Well, messieurs, many 
thanks,” he said in th’e falsetto voice once again. "I am 
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delighted to learn that chivalry is not yet dead in 
La Belle France, and that drunks will not go thirsty. 
Now, if you will excuse me — ” But he made no move 
to depart. 

Marat watched him. “Who are you working for?” 
he asked, his expression so cold that the laughter in 
the room hung frozen in the air. 

"1 was simply amusing myself,” Olivier said. "You 
know how I am, I like to try out my disguises, I am 
thinking of giving up sculpture for the cirque, I — ” 

"That’s enough,” Marat told him. "You’d better 
tell us.” 

“Oh, what I’ve said is true enough,” Olivier said 
quite sincerelv. “I am a fool at heart, as everybody 
knows. And then, I wanted to keep an eye on our 
good friend” — he nodded at Sand — “to make sure he 
got into no serious trouble, you know.” 

“And who else is interested besides yourself?” 

“Why, Lise, of course; she is very fond of him.” 

“Lise has a way of being fond of other men, doesn’t 
she, Olivier? I remember another occasion, on the 
Spanish border — ” 

Olivier flushed. “That’s not kind of you,” He said 
to Marat. 

Marat flushed himself. "Tm not a kind person, my 
friend; I haven’t time.” But he leaned forward and 
placed his hand gently on Olivier’s shoulder. “You’d 
better tell us,” he said. “I’d rather not do anything 
unpleasant.” 

“All right,” Olivier said. “What difference does it 
make? Monsieur Gleize, too, is a good friend to Sand, 
and asked me to keep an eye on him, in case he got 
into trouble.” 

“Why did you hesitate to telKus ? Did it occar to 
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you that Monsieur Gleize might have a more practical 
reason?” 

“You already have your opinion about it, Marat. 
What I say won’t do much to change it." 

“No, it won’t.” Marat watched Olivier sit down 
slowly on a chair, then took the barman and the 
other two aside. 

Sand moved toward Olivier, who, clutching like 
toys the knickknacks of his costume, presented a sorry 
spectacle. His long neck was bent and mute in the 
classic sadness of the clown, and his hands were cros- 
sed upon his chest in a way that was genuine in the 
same way it was false; for the pose, though artificial, 
was spontaneous. Then, glancing up at Sand, he smiled. 

“I tried to warn you,” Sand whispered. “I waved you 
back.” 

“I know. I thought you would sprain your wrist.” 

“Then you knew we’d discovered you?” 

Olivier nodded. “Of course,” he murmured. “Since 
the night you left the bookstore, and Marat set that 
trap for me.” He observed Sand’s bewilderment with 
childish pleasure. “Gleize was prepared for that. Gleize 
knew the Party was used to surveillance, that it was 
only a matter of time before I was noticed. And when 
Marat did nothing about it right away, he guessed 
immediately what Marat had in mind, you see.” 

"Well, Marat outsmarted him. Here you are.” 

Olivier shook his head. “No,” he said. “Marat has 
altvays had a tendency to outsmart himself. He did it 
last night by encouraging surveillance. I knew things 
were about to happen, and telephoned Gleize from 
the tabac. Gleize is still one «step ahead of him.” 
Olivier shrugged, v^th an expression of distaste, and 
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changed the subject. “You didn't take my advice, 
Barney, and now it’s too late.” 

“I could still give it up — ’’ 

"It’s too late,” Olivier repeated, nodding toward 
the others. “You must co-operate with Marat now, 
you have no choice.” 

“No,” Sand said. “I suppose I don’t.” 

“Aik him to leave Lise alone, please, Barney,” 
Olivier blurted suddenly, upset. “Poor Lise has nothing 
to do with this.” 

"He won’t do anything, Olivier, I’ll tell him,” Sand 
said. Marat had stopped talking to his men and was 
watching them. “And Olivier, about Lise, the other 
day — you’ve been a good friend to me, Olivier, I — ” 

Marat came toward them, and Olivier took Sand’s 
hand. “Speak to Marat about Lise and you’ll be just 
as good a friend to me,” he said “Good luck to you, 
Barney.” 

Marat led Sand to the door. Olivier watched them 
go, and gave a slight wave of the hand when Sand 
glanced through the window. One man stood by the 
chair, and the other was gesturing to the barman. 

"Poor Olivier.” Marat said. "They’ll probably rough 
him up a little.” 

“Why? What’s the sense in it?” 

"People always assume that Olivier is naive, even 
a little stupid. It is very useful to him. But he has 
to be discouraged from betraying the Party.” 

"He’s not betraying it* he’s not even in it. He 
resigned.” 

“The Party does not accept resignations,” Marat 
said, and grinned malevolently. “And even an op- 
ponent, acting against it, is considered to be betraying 
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it. You’d be surprised how simple these principles 
make things." 

Sand stopped short on the sidewalk. “At least give 
me your- word not to trouble Lise,” he said. 

"You’re not in a position to make demands.” 

“I know,” Sand said. “I’m asking it of Marat, not 
the Party.” 

"You’re honest. I’ll say that for you, mon vieux.” 
Marat, for the first time and the last, employed this 
amicable term. They walked on a little way. “All 
right,” Marat said. “You trust my word, then?” 

“Shouldn’t I?” 

“Well, since you do already, you inspire me to 
keep it.” Marat gave Sand his hand, then hailed a 
passing taxi. He leaned into the driver’s window and 
whispered an address. 

In the taxi, he seized Sand by the scruff of the neck 
and forced his head forward against the back of the 
front seat. “You’re not feeling well,” he muttered. 
“Keep your eyes on the floor until we get there.” 
After a moment he removed his hand. 

Sand blinked at the filthy cigarette butts broken in 
the grime and the dull toes of his own weathered 
shoes. He felt degraded, beaten, in this bent position, 
and his eyes misted over with rage at Marat’s action. 
He said quietly, intensely, "You didn’t have to do that, 
did you, Marat? You didn’t have to do so much of 
what you’ve done. And it’s because you’re unsure of 
yourself, and ashamed of yopr own origins, that you’ve 
tried so hard to punish me for mine, isn’t that it? 
You’re afraid.” 

"Afraid?” Marat’s jeering laugh was high, exagger- 
ated. “You sound a little nervoife, Sand, yourself.” 

Sand’s forehead j/?red,upon thS metal, and he placed 



Partisans 


175 


his hand beneath it. The position reminded him of 
church and that forward squat of token prayer which, 
keeping him from kneeling, had made him feel less 
insincere about his presence there each Christmas. 
Perhaps I should pray now, he thought. He cursed 
instead. 

“All right,” Marat said. The taxi slowed down. 

Sarid leaned back against the seat and tried to 
collect himself. Concentrate, he told himself, you’ve 
got to concentrate. When the taxi halted, Marat took 
Sand by the elbow and led him into a building. 

“Just go to the top floor,” he said, “and tell the 
guard your name. He’ll take you to Jacobi.” Marat 
looked at hie witch. “I’ll give your forty minutes for 
your interview.” 

“And then?” 

“And then 1 see no reason why you shouldn’t 
leave.” 

“I thought you expected me to co-operate in some 
way.” 

“You’re co-operating nicely.” Marat smiled. “Just 
leave everything to me.” 

“I’m not going up there,” Sand said. 

“Yes, you are,” Marat told him, putting his right 
hand into his pocket. “The gentleman is expecting 
you.” 

Sand mounted the stairs, out of breath from the 
beating of his heart. He wondered if he would have 
fled even had Marat let him. It was like walking^to 
the sea on a chilly day for the ] ast swim of the \ear 
and forcing oneself into the agony of cold water. He 
had gone too far on principle to turn back in com- 
mon sense. 

At the landing he looked b*ck down and* saw 
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Marat’s white face in the dim hallway, like something 
lost on the bottom of a pool. Then the guard came 
down the stairs and gave Sand a mock salute. “All 
right, Marat?” he called. 

“That’s him,” Marat said. “The eminent American 
journalist. Monsieur Sand.” 

Sand preceded the guard up the stairs. He waited 
while the man turned a key in the lock. Then he 
entered Jacobi’s room, and the door closed behind 
him. 
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J ACOBI sat on a small hard chair in the centre of 
the room. He sat with his hands clenched, fingers 
inward on his knees, the way an old man sits who 
has walked a long way uphill, as if he wanted to go 
on but could not get his breath. He wore a black suit 
and a white shirt and a tie, and he did not rise when 
Sand entered. 

“I was expecting you,” he said, expressionless. His 
hair was still dark, and his swart, clean-shaven face 
had deepened a little, without sagging, and he did not 
take Sand's hand. 

Sand withdrew the hand and placed it once more 
on the parcel containing the camera. The parcel com- 
pleted his feeling of foolishness, like a superfluous 
picnic lunch. Jacobi observed it, black eyes unblinking. 

“You know about the interview, then?” Sand shift- 
ed his gaze to a cot against the wall which, with a 
washstand, table, and Jacobi’s chair, did nothing to 
offset the ascetic emptiness of the room. Jacobi did 
not answer. Behind him, through the open window, 
a green kite tilted crazily against the city sky and 
disappeared. Then a pigeon came, wheeling on swift, 
cracking wings before settling in anger on a low sky- 
light above. “Marat «said — ” 

Jacobi rose abruptly from the v chair, clutching his 
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biceps muscles with opposite hands. "What did you 
hope to gain by this?” he asked. 

"An interview.” Sand could not focus on his own 
position. “But I think I’ve gotten myself into some 
sort of trap,” he muttered. 

“Yes, you have. We know you’re an enemy agent.” 

“Agent?” 

“Yes. You were betrayed by the man who con- 
tacted Marat for you. This man also suggested how 
you might be put to use. That’s why you’re here.” 

“But I’m not an agent. Gleize must have lied to 
him ! ” 

“It’s much too late to plead innocence, Mr. Sand.” 
Jacobi stopped short in his pacing of the room and 
peered closely at Sand’s face. “No, you’re no longer 
the innocent young man I remember.” There was a 
sharp note of disappointment in his tone. He resumed 
his pacing. 

“Please believe me,” Sand said. “I’m not an agent 
I did want an interview, for a wire service, but, more 
than that, I wanted to talk to you ” 

“Why?” 

“I don’t know." 

Jacobi snorted. 

“Well, it’s hard to explain,” Sand blurted. "I wanted 
to hear you once more on the subject of the Party.” 
He offered a cigarette, which Jacobi did not bother 
to decline “Marat told me certain things, but 
Mqrat — ” 

"Marat!” Jacobi interrupted. “Marat is a dema- 
gogue, and he exaggerates. You can’t trust Marat. Even 
the Party doesn’t trust him. But he is useful to us, 
a man like that, a voice like that, and people follow 
him 'like lemmings/ Yet Marat \s an individual, he 
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can't be controlled, and one day he’s going to find 
himself where I am now.” He grimaced and punched 
one hand into the other, turning to Sand as if he had 
just noticed him. "No, you couldn’t be an agent. No 
agent would try a stupid trick like this.” 

Sand tried to smile. “I give you my word for it,” 
he s^jd. 

"Your word? I haven’t taken anyone’s word for 
anything in years.” He shrugged. "What does it mat- 
ter? You’re too honest for your own good, Barney.” 
They shook hands, and Jacobi, studying him, laughed. 
"Marat’s put you through the mill, then, hasn’t he? — 
that’s his psychological approach. It wasn’t enough to 
get you up heje, he had to make a convert of you 
too!” Jacobi laughed again, a short hard sound that 
scarcely parted his lips. "So you’re coming around to 
the Party view, then?” 

“I don’t think so. but I see more clearly why it 
exists, and its appeal for people.” 

“Do you ? For me it becomes less clear each day.” 

"Yes, I suppose it does ” 

“No, Sand. I’m trying to feel sorry for myself.” 
Jacobi leaned back against the window sill. “But the 
Party is a symptom of a basic situation — the people, 
even in the most primitive countries, are awakening 
to their rights. And in this century they are going to 
take those rights, whether or not the powers of East 
and West destroy each other.” The words came angrily, 
didactically, and there hkd returned to Jacobi’s thee 
the sure, set quality that Sand remembered. “This 
world awakening is the great historical force of our 
time. The Party grew out of it, and even exploited it, 
but one day will fihd that it cap no longer be con- 
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trolled. Humanity, like Marat, is too perverse to be 
controlled.” Excited, he was breathing heavily. 

“I’m not sure I understand,” Sand murmured. “I 
mean, why you fought so long for a cause you recog- 
nize as — well, selfish." 

“It wasn’t selfish, not in the beginning. It was in- 
ternational, but not truly political.” He paused, re- 
flective. "We wanted to believe that human beings 
w ould rise to the hiJH pfuRtpfes of aTa'use, and they 
do, as long aTThejcause is not in power. But once in 
power’ prin ciples soon become political weapons, and 
they ar e ab used. The Christian martyrs, had they 
livecTin another century, might have led the Inqui- 
sition.” He sat down heavily in the chair. 

“But a moment ago you said, ‘We know you’re 
an enemy agent.’ In other words, you still think of 
yourself — ” 

Jacobi frowned. “That’s true,” he said, "I did. But 
now you are dealing with the individual confusion 
of a defeated man.” He hesitated. “Confusion is our 
natural state, I suppose, and we’re dangerous with- 
out it. But it’s a very new thing to me.” He smiled 
tightly, unhappily. 

Sand said nothing. He knew now that he had count- 
ed on Jacobi to clarify the disordered pattern of his 
concepts, unwilling to face the fact that no simple 
choice existed and that even at best, as Jacobi himself 
had come to realize, there would always be a mist of 
shifting greys to torment an honest man. Jacobi could 
nof help him any more than ’he could help Jacobi, and 
would leave him to seek his solutions by himself. 

And Jacobi, watching him, as if he had shared his 
thought, said, “But we haven’tj much time. Sand. 
Where: is Marat?” . 
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“He’s giving me forty minutes with you,” Sand 
said. “We must have nearly half an hour left.” 

“What happens then?” 

"I’m not sure.” 

“You're not worried?” 

“Yes, I am. Are you?” 

“There isn’t much left for me to worry about. I 
coula have escaped if I’d wanted to. There’s only one 
guard, and he wouldn’t stop me.” 

“How do you know?” 

“Marat told me. He came to see me some time 
ago.” 

“He told you that, Jacobi?” 

“He knows i won’t run. Where would I go Sand, 
and for what? The flight would only be a proof of 
guilt." Jacobi got to his feet again and started pacing. 
"Marat and I were friends. He has a curious concept 
of friendship, but it's there. He said he would be 
disappointed to see an old soldier run. He said the 
Party owed me a little effort, a little ingenuity, at 
least, and that he would see to that himself. He was 
being cynical, of course, but he meant what he. said.” 

“You mean you’re just waiting here for him to do 
something?” 

“Yes. What choice have I, really? And I may as 
well have the satisfaction of having done my duty 
by the Party, since it finds this necessary.” 

"Jacobi, you’re confused. You can’t mean that, 

f f • ® 

you — 

“Don’t forget what I said about confusion. It’s the 
sign of the healthy mind.” Jacobi winced. "No, you 
don’t understand how the Party works, you’ll never 
understand it. You’i% trying to d^ your own thinking, 
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just as I did, Barney. The Party is not for you, do you 
hear?” 

Sand nodded. “I’ve known it all along,” he said 
half to himself. “I didn’t trust my judgment.” He 
gazed intently at Jacobi’s tortured face. “I trust it 
now, though.” 

“And besides,” Jacobi added, “you have a country 
to go to, and to serve, if you wish.” Fretful, he slapped 
his pockets in search of cigarettes. 

“I’m not convinced our country is in the right these 
days,” Sand said, not quite believing this himself but 
astonished at Jacobi’s reaction. 

"Does that piean you can’t serve it?” Jacobi shout- 
ed, rising, “You may as well say that you wouldn’t 
help your child out of a pig trough because he was 
stupid enough to blunder into it! If I was in your 
position, with all your advantages, I wouldn’t be 
wandering around Europe the way you are! I’d be 
home in America doing something about whatever 
I thought was wrong! It’s people like you who cede 
the country to the ones who will do it harm, people 
like you who — ” 

“Ycfu don’t have to abuse me,” Sand interrupted 
quietly. He wanted to be angry but could not. Ob- 
serving the raging, frustrated man before him, he 
felt only regret. How different it had been at their 
first meeting, the assistance they had given each other, 
which now, in greater need, they could not duplicate. 

“All right,” Jacobi said. JTm sorry,” But clearly 
he was not sorry about his violence. There was some- 
thing else. Jacobi had sunk into his chair and now 
sat absolutely quiet. After a time he remarked in a 
different voice, “I wish I could* have died in action 
without ever having had this ch'ance to think. I re- 
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garded myself as a martyr of some sort, since I was 
willing to give everything to a cause I considered 
just, even my right to live and die in my own country. 
I never considered my personal reasons at all, it never 
occurred to me that self-sacrifice and self -justification 
could be synonymous.” He glanced at Sand, licking 
his lips. “I remember how, talking to you that after- 
noon ‘‘long ago, I kept thinking how much of life 
I’d never had — a wife, a home, my own children, all 
the things you people take for granted — and that I’d 
never really been a child at all. I mean, the childhood 
you knew, the swimming and fishing, the boats on 
the blue waters of so many summers. I kept thinking 
about those beats, far out from shore on a bright 
clean sea of blue and white. You gave me a sort of 
day-dream of another life, Barney, ami it blurred 
everything I did.” Embarrassed, he lit the cigarette 
bent by his heavy fingers. One of his shoelaces had 
come untied, and a thin white ankle shone above one 
fallen sock. Behind him the pigeons came and went, 
complaining. 

“Did you know that your father came to see me 
when I left America, and said that he still considered 
himself in my debt, and offered help? Do you think 
he could have been sincere?” 

“Yes, I do. But then, the gentleman’s code might 
be simply the self-justification you referred to.” 

“Only when it adjusts one’s ethics to one’s inter- 
ests.” 

“I know Ayhat you mean — ” 

“Oh, cynicism can be very beneficial.” Jacobi said 
quietly. “It weeds out the unhealthy idealists, most 
of them.” He glanced at Sand. “Because if one clings 
too desDeratelv to dhe ideal, one will sooner or* later 
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sacrifice a second, then a third and fourth, and do 
more harm than good. Idealism loses its spontaneity 
and hardens. Then it is fanatic, and it is wrong.” 

“Are you in doubt about yourself?” 

“I don’t know. Perhaps I’m trying to demonstrate 
to myself, and no doubt to you, that my course in 
life was the product of reflection, that I — ” He leaped 
to his feet again; a cry of pain twisted from his 
throat. “No, I won’t be cynical, you bastards! I’ve 
been right. I’ve done right!” 

He was facing the window, addressing the world, 
and his voice assumed the vibrating timbre it had 
held before. “The people are awakening all over the 
earth, like hordes of locusts, and the men who stand 
in their path will be crushed, do you hear, consumed ! ” 
Jacobi orated wildly, desperately, but suddenly he 
stopped, and his arms fell back to his sides. The spark 
was gone. From beyond the window there fell on his 
silence the distant noises of the world, a world that 
went on and on and on, transforming itself in its slow 
fashion without him. And the humourless heavy face 
was flayed by final grief. 

Then he moved toward Sand quickly, purpose- 
fully, his expression calm again, and cold. “Come 
on,” he said, “I’m going to get you out of here.” 

“Marat thinks I’m co-operating,” Sand said. “He 
won’t do anything to me.” 

“You are co-operating. Sand. Is that what you 
want?” He grasped Sand’s shirt collar and, twisting it 
tight against his throat, wrenched him to his feet. "I 
was co-operating too Mister Sand, until you came 
along, until you made me spew out everything that’s 
been festering in me all these wreeks, and admit that 
I cax’t efface myself.” He hurlfcd Sand away from 
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him. “Yes, you’ve changed my mind. I’m not going 
to wait for Marat, but I’m not going to run away 
either. I have a much better idea.” He snapped Sand’s 
parcel from his hand. "What’s this?’’ he demanded. 

“A camera. For the interview.” Sand adjusted his 
collar. 

"A camera. He’s thought of everything, hasn’t he? 

I suppbse you paid for it too.” 

“Yes. Or rather, he paid for it. He has my money,” 
Sand admitted, sheepish. 

Jacobi shook his head. “Sand.” he said, “do you have 
any idea how much trouble you’re in ? Do you think 
they’re going to let you walk away from here know- 
ing where I am, much less any information I might 
have given you? Marat knows I wouldn’t tell you 
anything, but the others — suppose the others want 
to take no chances? Do you know that no matter 
how much you co-operate you’ll still have knowledge 
that they want suppressed?” 

“I don’t intend to co-operate,” Sand said, “so it 
doesn’t matter.” 

“Just answer me this,” Jacobi pursued, as if he 
hadn’t heard. “Is there any person in this city who 
knows where you are? Is there anybody who would 
know where to bring help even if he knew you 
needed it? In other words, is there anybody who 
would know immediately if you were to disappear?” 

“No,” Sand said. Except Rudi Gleize, he thought, if 
Olivier was right, and he’s followed us here; but 
Rudi has betrayed me already, and wouldn’t help 
me now. 

“I didn’t think so. You don’t even know what 
their plan is, do yo*?” 

“No,” Sand said, 'M don’t.” 
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Above, the pigeon’s feet scratched irritably on the 
skylight. 

“They think you’re an agent. They are going to 
‘find’ us* here together so that the Party members 
can be told that the former leader Jacobi is in league 
with American espionage and working with the 
government. And they are going to do it at a time 
when the Party is in trouble and the rank and file 
excited about informers because of that government 
raid.” He pointed at a newspaper on the table, then 
jerked his thumb toward the door. "And the guard. 
1 know him. He’s a hand-picked ‘witness,’ a Resist- 
ance hero during the war, a respected district leader, 
an honest worker. And the camera, to record the 
evidence.” Jacobi laughed his brief laugh of rage. “It 
must have amused Marat to have you pay for it.” 

“How do you know all this?” 

“I’ve worked with the Party for a long time, 
Sand.” 

“Suppose I prove to them I’m not an agent.” 

“I doubt if .you could. And even if you did, at this 
late date, they would carry out the plan. Who in 
the Party would believe your denial, even if you 
were around to express it?” 

“Well, why do they go to all this trouble, then? 
Why not simply announce your guilt?” 

“Not in this country. Not yet. They aren’t sure 
enough of their strength to crucify me by accusation 
alone. They want a good case, with witnesses, photo- 
graphs, the whole business."” 

"And all to prove a lie,” Sand muttered. 

“Yes. Why not? We’ve never balked at means to 
an end, if the end is desirably.” Again Jacobi pro- 
nounced the “we” with a hard pride. 
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"You find the end desirable?’’ 

“It’s of no importance what I think.” Jacobi gazed 
at him. “If you hadn’t come, Sand, 1 would have 
gone along with them without a murmur. Sitting here 
so many weeks alone, 1 became resigned. Perhaps that 
was their intention. But now — No, I won’t accept 
disgrac$. Instead I will do the job for them, and hope 
they will deal fairly with me after I am dead, for 
I have the choice of disgrace or death.” His voice was 
monotone, undramatic. “And please don’t ask me 
again if I believe in the Party. I don’t want to think 
any more. I only know that my life has gone to the 
Party, and that disgrace would remove the meaning 
my life has had. I am speaking hypocrisy, and I know 
it, and it hurts; but when you reach my age you 
will understand that the agony of a wasted life is 
the most unbearable of all.” Abruptly he turned his 
back on Sand and bent to tie his shoelace. 

“Now,” he snapped, "let’s get moving. How many 
are there out there?” 

“Marat and the guard. Jacobi, wait a minute — ” 

“There’ll be others before long,” Jacobi said. “We’ve 
got to hurry.” He put the chair beneath the skylight 
window and, climbing up, propped it open. 

“I’m sure there’s no escape that way.” Sand wav- 
ered, trapped between his peril and the import of 
Jacobi’s plan. 

“No. But escape won’t be necessary. Bring the 
camera.” 

Sand followed Jacobi through the skylight hatch to 
the roof. When he got to his feet, Jacobi was already 
standing on the parapet with his back to the street. 
"You have your story,” he said calmly to Sand, "and 
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you’ll have a picture to go with it. Is the camera 
ready?” 

“Yes,” Sand said. “I won’t let you do this.” 

“I don't see how you can stop me. If you come 
any closer, I am going to jump, so you may as well 
co-operate, and save yourself.” Jacobi spoke with tight 
satisfaction, his black eyes burning. “I am going to 
shout and draw a crowd, and the police, and they 
will protect you from harm. And in return, I want 
you to publish your story and a picture to prove it. 
and say that Jacobi, suffering from nervous depres- 
sion, died by his own hand, loyal to the Party, and 
that his last words expressed his devotion to the 
people’s cause.” He licked his lips. “The story may 
not be necessary, since the Party will probably not 
go to the unnecessary trouble of defaming me. But 
I’m afraid I do not trust it. I want to make sure.” 

“I’m not going to write the story. They’ll use any 
story against you.” Sand felt sick to his stomach, and 
could not look the other man in the eyes. Instead he 
turned his gaze down into the street, as if by staring 
intently a.t the concrete details of the scene this over- 
whelming act might be made to take place beyond 
his sight. He hoped that, turning once again to the 
cold eyes, he might find them irresolute, afraid. 

“Raise it,” Jacobi said. “The story is true.” 

The street Sand saw was typical of certain outer 
areas of the city. It was grey and foreshortened and 
dog-stained, with brown w%ter running in the gutters 
between its ill-matched buildings. Below their roof, 
in an adjoining junkyard, a band of cats had con- 
gregated, and one stretched with deceptive languor as 
its fellow, stalking past in irritable solitude, moved 
out of view behind it. On the corner two men idled. 
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a postman and a cripple with a spavined dog, and, 
talking, they gazed past Sand to the point where 
Jacobi stood. 

Then Marat came around the corner with two other 
men. 

“Raise it,” the voice repeated. 

And Sand turned toward Jacobi again, aligning the 
other’s shoulders with the city beyond. Across the 
tumbled rooftops he could see the spires of Sainte- 
Clothilde, but they were far away, too far away to 
be meaningful or real or even to place his where- 
abouts in his mind. Beneath a broken autumn sky 
the city sloped away from him, its roofs crouching 
down behind one another toward the river, and there 
came to his ears its endless murmur, guttural and 
patient, soulless. The lost wail of a fire engine, pang- 
pawng, pang-paw ng-g-g, died swiftly in the distance 
and, nearer, a child called and a cat complained and 
a woman in black, sprawled on her elbows in the 
window opposite, answered a remark from the dark 
room behind her with a strident, derisive, profoundly 
humourless laugh. She too watched Jacobi, noncom- 
mittal, without hope, as if she had long since aband- 
oned the idea that man might do anything of interest 
in her presence. 

Now Sand looked full into Jacobi’s face. It had 
gone white, a dirty powder white like the face of a 
clown, but the black eyes did not waver. And this 
terrible sef-control banished in Sand the last of the 
apathy induced by Marat, the fatalism. Fear for 
Jacobi’s life, for himself, for the life they shared, 
seared through him, gutted him, and he sank down 
onto the parapet, c bitching the raw red brick of it 
with his hand. At thfe same time his mind ran blindly 
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on, screaming back at him. This isn’t real, this isn’t 
you here on this roof, this isn’t meaningful at all, 
and his voice creaked, “It won’t work,” to the wind, 
"there must be some better way than this.” 

“Please raise the camera,” the thin lips said, “for 
your own sake, if not mine.” Jacobi was balanced on 
the roof edge. Below, a child questioned its mother, 
and down the street there came a shout. 

Sand stared at the camera in his lap and located 
the hard white face in the lens. Then the mouth in 
the face became a hole, and he heard a hoarse, furious 
roar, wordless, agonized — all the helpless rage of 
humankind. And below in the bleak barrens of the 
street people ran to hear Jacobi, numbers of them, 
eager, anxious, as if they had lain in wait behind 
the walls until he had chosen to summon them. The 
woman across the way was screeching for God and 
witnesses, and there rose the sound of pounding feet 
on the raw pavement, and a cacophony of doors and 
shutters interspersed with a bable of shouts, the bark 
of a dog, and, from somewhere, the cry of children. 

But in a moment all individual din had died away, 
submerged in the general tumult, as if Jacobi’s cry 
had swollen, voices upon voices, until the noise of 
humanity rose in protest over the roofs and flooded 
past him, remorseless and insane. Here were Jacobi’s 
human hordes, and Sand imagined them, unleashed 
by his cry, swarming through the city and spreading 
ouf across the world. Already the building shook with 
the weight of their feet upon the stairs, and then 
the skylight shattered and he saw the shaggy head of 
Marat erupt, wild and demonic, through the hole. 

Marat was howling out his «contempt, his great 
face twisted with i*age. “So that? s it, eh. Jacobi! So 
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that’s the way the old soldier is going to go, eh ! Well, 
go and be damned, then!” 

Jacobi stiffened, then stepped down onto the roof. 
He seemed bewildered. Below him the din diminished 
to an angry moan, like wind around a building, and, 
beyond, the green kite danced, high in the harsh 
Novejnber air of some far, oblivious street. 

Marat had now emerged from the skylight and 
stood gazing at them, breathing in hoarse gasps. “Let 
me have the camera,” he said to Sand. 

Sand dropped the camera into the street, and the 
crowd surged back from it, shouting. 

“No,” Jacobi muttered, moving forward. "They’re 
not going to get away with this.” He brushed past 
Sand, unnaturally intent. Marat waited for him. His 
right hand started toward his pocket as Jacobi, too 
quick, covered the final yards in one lithe spurt. He 
knocked Marat flat. Marat sat up on his elbows, the 
revolver pointed at Jacobi. 

"Go on,” Jacobi said. “Put and end to it.” 

Marat spun the revolver on his trigger finger as 
Jacobi turned and kicked the hinged window from the 
skylight and, placing his hands on the frame, dropped 
though. Then Marat replaced the revolver in his pocket 
and, rolling over, peered down through the skylight, 
his cut, bloody mouth hanging open in a sort of a 
smile. There was a tumult on the stairs. Marat waited 
a moment before shouting out, “Look out, boys, here 
he comes ! ” Then he got tp his feet and went to the 
edge of the roof, still smiling. 

Jacobi pitched out into the street and fell to his 
knees at the feet of the crowd. Behind him, shoving 
at the onlookers, cam£ Marat’s men, their voices rising 
above the clamour and the angry x horns of autdmo- 
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biles attempting to enter the street. “Grab him ! ” one 
yelled; and the other bellowed, “He’s dangerous, he’s 
a lunatic!,” This man had a bleeding nose. 

The people jockeyed for positions, pressing toward 
Jacobi, groaning forth their excitement and suspicion. 
“Lunatic!” one cried, and, “Murderer!” screeched an- 
other, more imaginative, and an old woman called 
repeatedly, “Police!” And Jacobi, on his feet again, 
rumpled and reeling, stared at the people, unbelieving, 
and then he too was shouting, incomprehensible in 
dazed English, until a voice cried out, “American! 
Go home!” 

Marat’s men closed in on him. Jacobi chopped 
wildly at the people nearest him and cleared a path. 
Backing toward the free end of the street, he called 
out to them to listen, but still they came for him, 
the ranks behind leaning forward on the leaders. Then 
he turned and ran, and the people pursued him as 
far as the corner. Behind Marat’s men Rudi Gleize, 
funereal in black, scurried along the wall. 

Sand turned his back to the street, breathing deep 
to clear away an inner mist of tears. Marat, mute, 
stared after Jacobi, but in a moment vented his 
emotion in a grating sigh. "That hurts,” he muttered. 
“That hurts.” 

“You let him go,” Sand pondered dully. 

"He escaped.” Marat did not turn around. “He de- 
served a chance, a man like that. But he’s beaten now, 
aivd we’ll find him again, no matter how far he goes 
or where he hides.” 

Sand remembered Jacobi’s comment on the French 
officer at the frontier long ago : “ We’ll get him . . . 
we'll get him, sooner or later." *We, he thought, the 
mighty We. 
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The crowd was drifting apart, and the building was 
quiet. Sand glanced at Marat, who was watching two 
policemen moving away down the street, stood gaunt 
and still against a grey-yellow distance. The sun rol- 
led weakly through the clouds and again was gone. 
Then he knew what Marat was waiting for. He slipped 
swiftly toward the skylight, and, when Marat shouted, 
ran for it and jumped down through, hurting his leg 
on Jacobi’s fallen chair. 

He won’t dare shoot, he thought, he won’t dare — 
but he scrambled in panic to his feet and fled through 
the door and down the stairs, hearing the crash of 
Marat’s leap behind him. Sand skirted the wall and, 
reaching the bottom, ran out and across the street to 
the opposite sidewalk. The policemen paused to stare 
at him as Marat appeared in the doorway. Sand 
started toward them. 

"Sand!” Marat called. 

“Keep your distance,” Sand said to him as he came 
up. He nodded toward the policemen, who watched 
them, undecided. 

Marat paused, standing in the gutter. "You forgot 
your wallet,” he said, and tossed it. 

"How careless of me,” Sand said, his mouth still 
dry. 

“About your story. Sand — I’d be careful about 
what I say if I were you.” 

"Are you threatening me, Marat?” 

“Yes,” Marat said, “I ,am.” 

"You’re not in a very strong position any more,” 
Sand told him, his terror displaced by a cumulative 
anger. "You’re in trouble, Marat. Suppose I write my 
story, and tell how ^ou outsmarted yourself from the 
beginning, and let Jacobi escape on purpose?” 
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“The Party wouldn’t believe it.” 

“It wouldn’t have to believe it to use the story 
against yqu, would it?” 

Marat lacked irritably at the curb. “Or against 
Jacobi,” he said. “We’ll use you and your story against 
Jacobi.” 

“That’s not my concern.” 

“I happen to think it is. You risked your neck for 
him when you dropped that camera.” 

“You plan to use me anyhow, isn’t that true? You 
have witnesses to the meeting. You might even say 
that I helped Jacobi escape.” 

Marat grinned despite himself. “You’ve got a lot 
smarter, my friend,” he said. 

“I have you to thank for that,” Sand said. "You 
taught me the hard way.” He glanced at the policemen, 
who had turned away again. “Look, Marat, I don’t 
intend to wait here with you until the police have 
gone, so let’s not waste time. I can’t help Jacobi, but 
neither do 1 want to be used to hurt him, so I won’t 
write my story — not until 1 read in the papers that 
some 4 of this business has been held against him. Is 
that clear enough?” 

“Mm-hm.” Marat eyed a cold blade of sunlight that 
overtook them in the street. The breeze swirled with 
it, fell away again, and Marat shoved his hands into 
his pockets. Standing in the gutter, he seemed forlorn. 

“Which way are you going?” Sand asked. 

Marat stepped onto the pavement and walked back- 
ward slowly in the direction taken by Jacobi. "Come 
along,” he said. “We can discuss this as we go.” 

"I’m going the other way.” 

Marat stopped. 
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“You’d better keep going, Marat. You still have 
Rudi Gleize to deal with.” 

Marat nodded his head, a rueful expression creasing 
his bony face. “I see. He was here, then, our fat 
Rudi?” 

“Yes. He went after Jacobi.” 

"Jhanks,” Marat said. He held out his hand, and 
Sand took it. “I think we understand each other, 
my friend. But I warn you to stay out of this from 
now on. in print or otherwise.” 

“Give my regards to Rudi,” Sand said. 

“1 mean to.” Marat started away, then broke into 
the long swift run of a hunting animal and dis- 
appeared. 




S AND went away in the opposite direction, mov- 
ing rapidly himself and pausing at corners to see 
it he was being followed. Directed to the nearest 
M6tro station — gaite, it read — he determined from 
its chart just where he was, though he still did not 
know where he was going. He wandered on foot to 
the Boulevard Montparnasse and made his way down 
the hill to the Luxembourg Gardens. There he sank 
onto a bench, where he sat for a long time in a 
trance. 

It’s over, his mind repeated to him dully; it’s all 
over and you’re free. 

Around him red-jacketed children hunted out the 
last horse cjiestnuts in the fallen leaves, and one little 
boy biting into one, scowled horribly at Sand. Sand 
laughed aloud, and was startled by the sound. From 
down the path a woman called the boy, and he 
skipped away backward, waving. “Au revoir.” he 
called, "au revoir l” his voice as faint as a wisp of 
autumn smoke among the bright cries and colours 
beneath the trees. 

Beyond, as the sun failed in the west, the gold 
leaf of late afternoon climbed from the pavements of 
the rue Vaugirard to the crests of its weathered 
facades. An old man beside Sand on the bench was 
consuming his tempered life with deep, slow, avid 
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breaths, kneading a bag of bread crumbs for a grumb- 
ling grey pigeon, and when the bag was empty Sand 
stood again and asked him for the hour. 

Mais qu’est-ce que f a peut te taire, mon petit, puis- 
que f a change tout le temps ? said the voice of long 
ago. But the old man had not said that. He only 
started backward in alarm and whispered, “Excuse 
me, young man, I have no idea, though surely it must 
be late.” 

What use to you to know the time, poor man, 
since it changes every moment? 

Sand thanked the man and left the gardens, con- 
tinuing downhill to Odeon. Though tired, he dreaded 
the prospect ol his dark apartment and could not 
make himself go home. He suftered a sense of un- 
reality, and needed to talk, feel close to people. And 
since, besides, he wanted to inquire about Olivier, 
and offer help, he went to the rue des Grands 
Augustins. 

On the landing he hesitated, feeling his beard with 
fingers dry with dirt, then straightened his appearance 
as best he could and knocked. Lise opened the door, 
then half closed it again and stared at him. 

“Hello, Lise,” he said to her. "I’d like to see 
Olivier.” 

"No,” she said, searching his face. "No, you have 
caused enough trouble as it is, we want nothing more 
to do with you! Olivier has done nothing, he is a 
child, he is not like Maraj or Jacobi ! ” She came tor- 
ward a little and touched his face with her fingertips, 
peering into his eyes. "No. and he is not like you, my 
poor Sand, for you’re not the way you were.” She 
backed quickly in teethe apartment. "My Olivier was 
beaten, he is very sick! Now go away!” 
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'Td like to help,” Sand said. The door was closing. 
“Good-bye, Lise.” He started down the stairs, clutching 
the banister in the dim light, but her voice caught 
up with him on the landing below. 

“Bar-ney? You understand me, don’t you, about 
Olivier? He must be kept from harm, a soul like that, 
he has no place in their world, your world ! You can 
only help him if you stay away ! Bar-ney ? I — I’ll come 
and see you soon, we can be together, you can tell 
me about Jacobi, and we — Tell me where you live, 
and I will come.” She had crept out onto the landing, 
peering down into the darkness for some sign of him. 
For a moment he paused, then pretended he hadn’t 
heard her and kept going. 

Before, he thought, when I was the untempered 
idealist, I might have accepted her and betrayed 
Olivier again. He nodded at the concierge, shawled 
and vigilant at her window, and passed out into the 
street. 

He went down to the river. The days were shorter 
now, and in the air, expectant, there hung a hint of 
night. Alone on the corner he watched the heedless 
passefs-by and the booksellers pacing back and forth 
before their stalls. One buttoned his jacket up and 
moved to close down for the day, and Sand went on. 
Walking still, he made his way west along the Seine 
to the Pont du Carrousel. 

Crossing the bridge, he recalled the falcon and the 
faljen pigeon and the figure beneath the arch. No, 
I haven’t forgotten you, he thought, addressing the 
human life crouched somewhere beneath the ornate 
stone. You will always be there, under the beautiful 
bridges of the world, as long as^ there are weak and 
strong, as long as there is humankind, until the day 
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we face the truth, that your indignity is our indignity 
as well. And that, his tired mind assured his heart, 
will not occur to us the day you die but the day 
you start to smell. His legs moved on across the city, 
numb. 

In his own street the dark had come, and his con- 
cierge peered at him suspiciously before she recog- 
nized him. Her "Bonsoir, m’sieu" was interrogative, 
but he only nodded. She gave him letters and watched 
him climb the stairs. 

His apartment was still and cold. He did not have 
the energy to go out again for food, and instead re- 
moved his shoes and jacket and got into the bed to 
warm himself. His mail, he thought, would tide him 
over into sleep. Flat on his back, he opened a letter 
from his father. 

Dear Edwin, 

I was delighted to learn, from your letter of some 
weeks ago, that you have not ruled out a career in 
the foreign service. You know, of course, how very 
much it would please me to have you carry on when 
I retire, and all the more so in the light of a "recent 
development. 

It appears that 1 have a black mark on my record, 
and for a reason I find most disheartening after twenty- 
odd years of service. In brief, I was reported by an 
unidentified witness to have engaged in a “ secret " 
conversation aboard his sjiip w'th the deported Party 
leader, Jacobi, in 1948, and to have “kept it hidden" 
ever since. In connection with advancement to a 
higher post, I was asked to explain this meeting 
satisfactorily. I tdjd the truth, that for personal 
reasons — and I described these — I felt obliged td offer 
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my personal assistance to Jacobi. Perhaps this was 
naive on my part, but if so, it is a naivete I cannot 
feel ashampd of. whatever comes of it. In any case, 
the truth was construed by a body of small men as 
an act “not consistent with the best interests of 
America.” 1 was not approved for the ambassadorship 
in question, and was placed on the inactive list, pend- 
ing further investigation. 

Of course I intend to fight, less out of pride, I hope, 
than out of duty to my family and, as I see it, to the 
nation — a nation in danger of falling, at a time of 
terrible danger, into the hands of these small men, 
.these modern “politicians,” with their cheap bag of 
tricks and their cheap chauvinism. They are not true 
public servants, but only so many shrill, irresponsible 
heads on the hydra of public opinion. 

I recall a phrase you once attributed to Jacobi — the 
Great Twentieth-Century War. It is very apt, 1 think, 
no matter where one stands. We are at war on every 
front, of mind and heart and soul, and we must believe, 
to know what we must fight, and perhaps we must 
suffer, as I have, a little late, to understand that what 
we believe can never be infallible. I trouble you with 
all this, Barney, not only because I am upset, but in 
the hope that one day you will help to vindicate my 
faith in the true greatness of our country. 

Sand dropped the letter to the floor. He lay there 
in jl stupor of directionless, dull rage, directionless 
because he could not focus on the issues. There was 
only his father’s face, the cool, humorous, dedicated 
eyes; and these eyes merged with those of Jacobi, of 
Olivier, of Marat standing in the gutter, of every man 
at bay before himself. 
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Against the ceiling of his room, he sorted out im- 
pressions of his journey, the stark avenues and alleys, 
the fat soiled women and thin soiled men, thin cats, 
thin children, the sooted trees and empty faces. Some- 
where his countryman Jacobi lay in hiding, and Marat 
hunted in the people’s name, and Gleize slipped down 
his ^predatory path. And Sand, he thought — what is 
to become of the idealistic Sand? 

What is to become of any of us? he thought. 
Where would the world find itself at century’s end, 
this world as long as childhood’s summer day, as brief 
as childhood’s dream of falling, falling, toward 
oblivion. Children awakened, but would the world 
awake? Rich man, poor man, beggarman, thief might 
find a fellowship at last, strewn side by side beneath 
that final sun. 

Have 1 been so intent on life because I am afraid — 
and am I afraid because life can be destroyed, or 
because, if it can be destroyed, it must be meaning- 
less? The dark gave back nothing by way of resol- 
ution, and after a time he fell asleep. 

He was awakened fifteen hours later by the tele- 
phone at his bed, the brassy clamour of the surface 
world. 

“Barney?” his editor said. “Is that you. Barney?” 

“How did you know I was back?” Barney said. 

"I’ve been calling you every morning for two weeks. 
I was just about to notify the Embassy. Are you all 
right? Look, did you see him?” 

“Yes.” 

“You’re promoted. Now get on over here while I 
still believe you. I’ll get a stenographer ready, and 
some coffee. How- c^on can you get here? Hello? 
You still there?” 
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“I’m not coming,” Barney said, and lay back on 
his pillow. 

“What are you talking about? Listen, you’re pro- 
moted, you’ll get a raise, a bonus, maybe a journalist’s 
award, for Christ’s sake!” 

Barney was silent. 

“Name your price, then,” the editor said. "I’m 
coming over right away.” 

“Never mind. I haven’t got a story.” 

“You saw him. didn’t you? Don’t do this to me, 
goddam it — ” 

“I’m sorry, but I haven’t got a story. That’s final.” 

“By God, I’ll fire you, Sand!” 

“All right,” Barney said, and put down the re- 
ceiver. 

He got slowly out of bed and went to the window 
and gazed out upon the autumn day, clear and wind- 
less in the sun, and strangely quiet. And even when, 
remembering how he had wandered here, he picked 
at his filthy clothes and stroked his chin, he could 
not believe that the weeks gone by were over. 

He told himself that his thoughts had not yet fallen 
into place, and undressed, shaved, and took a shower. 
The shower troubled him because it relaxed him more 
than he felt he deserved, because he emerged from it 
singing "Mademoiselle de Paris.” Where had he heard 
that song so recently — was it Olivier? He smiled, and 
observed the smile with detachment in the mirror. 

What’s come over you ? he wondered. You weren’t 
so goddam full of fun last night. Are you so relieved 
that the search is over, that you’re safe, is that it? He 
reminded himself of Jacobi and his father, and scowled 
at his reflection. At the same tim| he was unable to 
retrieve the sense of doom of the night before, he 
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was pleased to be alive and free again, he was even 
confident. 

Perplexed, he dressed in fine fresh clothes and went 
downstairs and up the street to the cafe. There he 
sat on the terrace in the sun and, smoking a cigarette 
over coffee and croissants, re-read his father’s letter. 

“I ‘.trouble you with all this, Barney, not only be- 
cause 1 am upset . . .” Sand struck the letter down 
across the table edge. Barney, he thought — that’s the 
first time he’s ever admitted that I’m called Barney, 
and for him it’s a first admission of defeat. 

How alike they were, his father and Jacobi, in so 
very many wavs — and now they shared the worm- 
wood of ingratitude from their corrupted causes, and 
the exile of all uncompromising men. He was angry 
for them, and saddened by their personal defeat, which 
he could do nothing to retrieve. Their causes, by com- 
parison, seemed remote and unimportant, like ac- 
counts of distant happenings in small, cold print 
Reality was this cigarette, this cup of coffee, at a table 
on a terrace in the sun. He wondered if he himself 
might not be running from all causes, frightened .off 
by the past month’s danger and confusion, or if his 
mind might not have hardened, or whether in some 
mysterious fashion his return to the starting point had 
obviated his entire search. His clearest impression of 
the day before was the scene in the Luxembourg 
Gardens, the red and green and goM, the chestnuts 
which, since the Indian summers of his childhood, had 
stood for the turn of autdmn, the quiet-burning dSys 
when the world did not matter but the earth, and one 
felt restless and alone with time. 

And because this was so he felt selfish and ashamed, 
and when he looked ud in time to see his editqr ap- 
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proach the doorway of his building he taunted himself. 
Why don’t you sell it to him, then, your miserable 
story, get ,your wretched bonus, your award — why 
not? He rapped coins for his coffee down upon the 
table, and the waiter hurried toward him. But when 
the editor reappeared, and turned in the other direct- 
ion, Sand kept his fingers on the coins and watched 
him go. 

There was something else to decide upon, some- 
thing Jacobi had said, which was echoed by his father. 
They had agreed for once, and they were right. 

I’m going to America, I'm going home. 

He felt an angry joy at this resolve. But even as he 
decided to go immediately and arrange his passage, 
his heart was seized in the quick rust of despair. 
The senselessness of his father’s defeat, the pointless- 
ness of all endeavour overcame him. He cursed, and 
because the day seemed cold he turned his collar up. 

The waiter, scraping coins into his palm, inquired if 
monsieur desired something else. Barney shook his 
head. He watched an enormous blue balloon, which 
came abreast of him on small boy’s legs, with small 
arms-wrapped around it. Then a pair of round brown 
eyes gazed at him, over the nose pressed into the 
balloon. The child was an Arab urchin, so ingrained 
with grime that his collar seemed a growth on his 
grey skin. He wore outside his jacket a baroque 
Moroccan belt of the sort hawked everywhere by 
Arab vendors, but his was of a thin, cheap make, wan 
red with rough white stifching, and, bunching his 
shapeless jacket, served only to bind to him his air 
of poVerty. 

He’s proud of that belt, Barney thought, though 
it’s probably stolen from his fatner. But the point is, 
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he’s trying — Trying for what? In the face of the 
future he would know, where did he find the nerve 
to try, much less the strength? It didn’t matter. The 
red belt, like the blue balloon, disturbed him not be- 
cause it seemed so out of place, so garish against the 
rags, but because the boy’s faith in it somehow re- 
flected upon himself. 

He got up from the table. Perhaps his father was 
beyond his help, as Jacobi had been yesterday, and 
Olivier. Yet he had to try again, tomorrow in America; 
he had to keep on trying. And perhaps that trying 
would come to something in the end, though he might 
never see the sense in it. 

Never mind, never mind, he smiled at himself, just 
think in terms of children’s blue balloons. You’re only 
simple Barney Sand, one man in Paris, 1953, you can’t 
presume to understand what you are doing. You do 
it, that’s all, for the same reason that that beggar boy 
wears his shiny belt, because you’re alive, and have 
only hope and self-respect to keep you company. 

Thinking this, he felt relieved, almost elated. 

The balloon bounced silently before him, and. he 
punted it toward its small, onrushing owner. 

“Ca, alors ! ” an old gentleman exclaimed, and 
lashed out with his cane at the huge balloon. The 
old man had missed on purpose, but a streetcleaner 
touched a cigarette to it — bang! — and winked at 
Barney. “Va-t’en, negrillon," he jeered at the Arab 
child. This man was heavy-faced with drink, in djjty 
work clothes, idling. 

The child backed off, teeth bared, but the old gentle- 
man danced forward, brandishing his cane. “Salaud\" 
he screeched. "Bru(p?, idiot, animal ! " 

The streetcleaner’s eyes widened in dull, red sur- 
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prise, and searched Barney's own for understanding. 
They exchanged a look scraped bare of all pretence. 
Yes, I know you, Barney thought, I’m not angry with 
you. The man, surrounded by the crowd, gazed after 
Barney as he crossed the street. 

He went downhill and through the Jardin de Paris, 
along the Champs Elys&s. The trees seemed taller 
now, and thin, and wind-whirled yellow linden leaves, 
like spiny hearts, caught at his shirt, spun, fell away. 
Near the Concorde he waved at passing taxis, but this 
was the headlong morning hour, and the taxis took 
no notice of him. They were caught in the heedless 
sweep of cars, big blind black cars of couriers of 
world affairs 



